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''Drop dead, will yout What about that boy 
friend of hers?" 

"Chuck's right. We've had our kicks, let's 
blow/' 

And they were gone. She lay there. At last sh« 
struggled to her feet. Each movement wrenched 
a moon from her. She looked down at herself, 
then around the shed. 

She had to find help. She picked up what was 
left of the new red dress. She looked at It hope¬ 
lessly, realizing there was not enough In one 
piece to cover her nakedness. 

She stoggered to the door, stumbled down the 
path. Several times she fell, but monaged to get 
to her feet agoin. 

A couple In a parked car sow her. Vaguely, 
Debbie recalled seeing them get out and run 
toward her. She saw their white, shocked faces. 

She moaned, "Please, I want my Daddy—" and 
then fell into their arms, unconscious. 
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/'m not a virgin any more -. * those boys all had me in 
one night. How can / wear white now, when / marry 
David? Or will he even want me now, after six boys •.. ? 

THE thoughts sifted through Debbie Lawrence's mind 
hazily, like bits of an ugly dream. 

She lay in a coccK>n of warm whiteness. The walls about 
her were white, the nurse’s rustling uniform was white 
and there was a milky haze over her thinking. But through 
the haze the remembrance of that night struggled to 
reach her awareness. 

At first sheer shock and horror had blotted out her 
memory. Later, in the hospital, she had been kept under 
heavy sedation. Now, gradually, the reality of what had 
happened began to reach her. 

Her awareness fought the facts, which probed into it 
with dark, slimy tentacles, groping, seeking, winding 
around her heart and mind and telling her that her life 
from now on would never be quite the same. 

She could recall clearly, now, the early part of the 
night of September twenty-eighth. That part was not 
painful to remember. She had a date with David that night. 

It was nice to remember the early hours of the eve¬ 
ning, getting ready for the date, anticipating the movie 
she and David would see, and the record hop they 
would go to afterward. 

“Debbie, for heaven’s sake, are you going to spend all 
evening in the tub?” 

That had been her mother’s voice calling impatiently 
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from another room of the apartment where Debbie lived 
with her family—her mother, father and kid brother, 
Ritchie. 

All the events of that night were clear in her mind. She 
could hear her own voice answering her mother, like a 
recording being played back. 

“Fm almost through, Mom, What the heck time is it, 
anyway?” 

“A quarter to seven,’* 

*‘GolJy, David will be chewing nails again,” Debbie 
murmured cheerfully as she soaped one shapely young 
leg. “I haven’t been on time for a date in a month,*’ 

She relaxed for a moment longer in the tub, savoring the 
soft soapiness of the water as it caressed the curves and 
mounds of her body. She was completely buried in the 
billowing suds. She poked a pink toe out of the white lath¬ 
er, wiggled it impishly and grinned. 

Life was just about the most. She was sixteen and would 
some day be older, though being really older was some 
way oflE. She was healthy, attractive, intelligent-—as con¬ 
firmed by the fact that she was one of the crowd that 
counted at school. 

That was Debbie Lawrence on the night of September 
the twenty-eighth. 

At last she clambered out of the tub, dripping soapy 
water from her glistening young body. She rinsed under 
the shower, rubbed herself briskly with a towel and, with 
the towel around her, ducked out of the bathroom into her 
bedroom, next door down the hall. With the door closed 
behind her she dropped the towel and delayed a moment 
longer to inspect herself in the full length dressing mirror. 

She saw a long-legged, clean-limbed, virgin in the sweet 
bloom of early womanhood. Her complexion was olive. 
Her hair was jet black, A slight oblique slant to her d^k 
eyes and a quick smile gave her a flashing, pixie-like 
personality she had already learned to cultivate. 

She drew a breath, tucking in her belly and thrusting 
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out her firm young bosom. A warmth of pride in her ac- 
centedly slim waist and fuDy developed pink-tipped young 
breasts made her suddenly self-conscious, A warm blush 
suffusing her cheeks, Debbie quickly looked away from 
the mirror. 

It was not nice, she knew, for a girl to go around star¬ 
ing at herself naked. All the same, with a secret little 
ripple of pride she knew she was “stacked” and dam 
glad of it. It had been one of the attributes that had 
landed her David Curtis for a steady. David was a Big 
Man On The Campus—a football letter man, class presi¬ 
dent, honor roll student. 

She was a junior and he was a senior. In two years, 
when she graduated, they were going to be married. The 
future was already secretly settled between them. She 
wore his heavy class ring on a gold chain around her 
neck to seal the bargain. By the time she graduated 
David would be a pre-law major in college—^Debbie would 
get an office job to help him. It was terribly exciting and 
grown-up just to think about it. 

Debbie heard her mother, “Debbie, David is here, wait- 
ing,” 

Debbie was a quick dresser when she put her mind to 
it. She fastened her bra, waist-cincher, slipped into her 
brief nylon panties, followed them with billowing petti¬ 
coats, Then she wriggled into the red dress she and her 
mother had picked out on a shopping trip just last week. 
The dress was cut low, leaving her shoulders bare, hug¬ 
ging her tiny waist and flaring over the petticoats. Red 
was one of her best colors. 

Brushing her hair and applying make-up were slower, 
more painstaking operations but at last she slipped into 
her ballerina slippers, gave one parting glance into the 
mirror, spun around to check the effect and humed out a 
little breathlessly to meet David. 

Her mother, father and David were all in the apart¬ 
ment living room watching television. Her thirteen-year 
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old brother, Ritchie, was on his stomach on the nig» divid¬ 
ing his attention between his English homework and the 
western on the screen, 

David had somehow draped his seventeen-year old, sk- 
foot frame around and over the living room easy chair 
in a manner that made it appear he had been placed there 
in a semi-liquid form and had run all over the furniture. 
But when Debbie entered the room David reassembled 
himself and arose with gangling, muscular grace. 

He thrust his hands into his pockets, grinned at her 
self-consciously, and said, “Hi.** 

“Hi, yourself,” she replied, wrinkling her nose at him, 

“You look real sharp. Kitten,** 

“Thanks.” Debbie smiled. Her mother came over, look¬ 
ing as though she were going to start fussing about the 
new dress and, impatiently, Debbie moved away, “Let’s 
go, David,” Debbie said, “We*0 be late for the first fea¬ 
ture,” 

“Oh, yeah, sure,” 

Debbie’s father had not said miything, but he was 
gazing at her with that special proud-father expression in 
his eyes, Debbie paused to give him a good night peck 
on the forehead. “ ’Night, Dad,” 

Ritchie glanced up from his homework. “Betcha gonna 
stop and smooch on the way home,” he teased in a sing¬ 
song voice. He and Debbie carried on a constant, run¬ 
ning feud. 

Debbie glared daggers at him. Her mother hushed 
Ritchie up. 

Debbie could remember looking around the apartment 
just once before she and David left. Afterwards she 
never knew exactly why she paused at the door for that 
last backward glance. Now the action seemed symbolic—it 
had been her last glance at the safe security of a life 
that would never again be the same after the door closed 
behind her that night, 

Debbie and David ran quickly down the stairs hand in 
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hand. David’s hot rod was parked at the curb in front of 
the building.The car was a second-hand one he had bought 
last summer with money be had earned as a lifeguard 
at a summer camp. 

The first nip of fall was in the air. Debbie had thrown a 
white cashmere sweater around her bare shoulders before 
they left the apartment. 

In the car David turned to her. Out of the apartment, 
away from her folks and alone with David, Debbie felt a 
quick, warm stab of excitement. She was hooked but good 
on this character* Just looking at him made her bones 
feel rubbery, 

“WeU, what’ll it be, bon?’’ David asked, 'There’s the 
new Elvis Presley movie at the Ritz. Or, there’s that hor¬ 
ror movie, the werewolf thing at the Palace- It’s sup¬ 
posed to be the creeping end.” 

“You know I go ape over horror movies,” Debbie 
cried. “Let’s go there.” 

“They scare you spitless,” he teased. 

“Aw, come on—please—” 

He laughed. “Okay, okay already ” 

David pulled away from the curb into the stream of 
traflSc. The neighborhood buddings were old and dark 
with many years’ accumulation of soot from factories. At 
this time of evening the traffic downtown was quite heavy 
but David coped skilfully with it. 

At the movies they sat in the balcony. Debbie ate 
popcorn, squealed at the monsters on the screen, clutched 
at David’s arm, was frightened out of her wits and thor¬ 
oughly enjoyed every minute. 

After the movies they drove to the city recreation hall 
for the record hop. They danced to rock-n*roll and the 
twist. And there were some smooth numbers when Debbie 
just drifted dreamily in David’s arms. Most of the crowd 
she recognized from school. 

She and David left the rec haU at eleven. On the way 
home David turned off the midtown freeway and Debbie 
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felt a sudden quickening of her pulse. David drove away 
from the crowded streets, finally parked on a lonely side 
road. For a moment they sat in the parked car surrounded 
by the hush of the night. Far in the distance Debbie could 
hear the city traffic sounds, but here she felt completely 
alone with David. 

David slid his arm around Debbie and drew her to hinL 
Debbie was breathing faster—this was the moment thib* 
whole evening had been leading up to. The moii^e, ithe 
record hop had both been fun, but merely a preIud€?^tD 
this moment when they would explore the mystery of each 
other, a mystery as ancient as their genes—yet breath- 
takingly new to them both. 

Debbie was a “nice girl” in the old-fashioned sense of 
the word. She and David had been going steady for almost 
a year. They parked after most dates. Sometimes David 
got carried away and a little too eager with his hands, 
Debbie knew that some of the girls in her crowd went 
aU the way with their steadies, or at least she strongly 
suspected it. But Debbie was proud of her own chastity. 
As her mother had explained, it was a girrs most precious 
possession and once lost could never be regained. Girls 
who go all the way with boys might be popular^ her 
mother had warned her, but when a boy gets married he 
doesn't want damaged goods ,.. 

Debbie was glad that she had never given herself to 
some boy in the back seat of a parked car just out of 
curiosity or for a forbidden thrill. She had saved herself 
and when she and David were married she could look 
forward to coming to him unspoiled and untouched on 
their wedding night. 

Still, she responded emotionally when she and David 
necked—and when he began kissing her he could cer¬ 
tainly give her what some of the girls, giggling, called 
“hot britches,” 

And he was doing that tonight. Their first kiss was long 
and lingering. And Debbie felt her senses spin off into 
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outer sp&cc. Sbe had a sort of code of ethics of her own. 
Making out with David went a little beyond long kisses. 
He was allowed at times to slip his hand under the hem 
of her dress to a certain spot a few inches up her soft 
thighs. She also allowed David certain liberties with her 
breasts—^but not on every date and always under protest 
and with sufficient guilt feelings afterwards to salve her 
conscience. 

That night, after they had kissed for a while, David’s 
lips trailed down the petal softness of her dieeks to the 
hollow of her throat and then to her bare shoulders. Heat 
shot through her and she suddenly found it difficult to 
breathe. 

"David—” she protested in a shaky whisper. 

But David continued to kiss her shoulder and to push 
the new red dress down her arms, until he had bared the 
rising swell of her breasts to the point where the circles 
of pink around her nipples began. 

Warning bells began clamoring in Debbie’s head like a 
four-alarm fire. 

“Down, boy,” she said shakily. “Like, it’s time to stop.” 

She moved away a few inches and pulled the dress back 
in place. 

“Aw, Debbie, don’t be a cube.” 

“Well, it’s not any easier for me than for you. But Fm 
not going any further.” 

David sighed. “I guess you’re right. I’m sorry, Debbie. 
You know how it is—" 

Debbie squeezed his band. “I know how it is™-but you 
wouldn’t be dating me if I were like Betty Jamison and 
some of those other ^Is.” 

“Yeah, sure,” David replied after a moment’s hesita¬ 
tion. 

Debbie could sense the frustration in his voice. He was 
just a little bit mad. He always got this way after a hot 
session. It was tough to get young blood to the boiling 
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stage and then have ice water dashed on it. Debbie knew 
it was actually harder on David than on herself. 

But she also knew that on their wedding night he would 
thank her for holding out on him. 

David said, ‘1 guess we might as well cut out for home.^ 

“Yes. It’s almost eleven-thirty now. You know how my 
folks make a federal case out of it if I’m ten minutes 
late.” 

Debbie moved to her side of the seat, straightened 
and smoothed her dress and dug through her purse in 
search of her comb. 

Afterwards, she was never sure what made her glance up 
at the window* Some sixth sense turned her eyes in that 
direction. She saw a face leering at her out of the dark¬ 
ness. 

She uttered one piercing scream, then things began 
happening in a rapid blur. The car doors were jerked 
open. Rough hands seized her, dragged her out. In the 
darkness she could not be certain how many her assailants 
were. Her mind was too frozen with terror to record any 
details accurately. 

She could not see David, though she could hear him 
struggling on the other side of the car. The fight was 
deadly, ite sounds muffled. She could hear David gnmt 
as blows struck him. She screamed again, but a hand 
clamped over her mouth. She struggled wildly, kicking and 
writhing, but hands and arms held her in a vise-like grip. 
She saw two dark shapes coming around the car, dragging 
David. They dumped him, a limp, inert figure, beaten 
into unconsciousness. 

Debbie’s knees buckled. Her senses swam. She felt 
herself being pushed and dragged through bushes. Bran¬ 
ches tore at her dress and arms, scratched her legs. Her 
mind was almost blanked out with fear, but eventually 
she realized she was in a small outdoor tool shed. 

The shed was cold and pitch black, until somebody 
switched on a dim fight bulb which hung on a drop cord 
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from the ceiling. Debbie screamed again—at first it seemed 
to her that she had been captured by monsters from the 
horror movie she and David had seen earlier in the 
evening. Sheer panic froze her scream. She backed against 
a wall, her heart pounding as if trying to hammer its 
way out of her rib cage. 

In the dim light she could see there were six of the 
monsters... and at last realized the reason for their gro¬ 
tesque, nnisshapen faces. They were all wearing rubber 
Halloween masks. Judging from their builds and heights, 
she thought they were boys of hi^ school age and 
some of her terror began to wane. 

It came back when she heard them speak, their voices 
strange behind the rubber masks. 

“Say, we got a real looker this time.” 

“Yeah, man, what a doll.” 

“Look how she’s stacked.” 

“I dig, man. You reckon they’re falsies?” 

“Only one way to find out.” 

There was an excited giggle at that. 

One of the monsters continued to stand guard at the 
door. The others moved slowly toward Debbie. Debbie’s 
stomach twisted into a sick knot. Cold perspiration 
drenched her. 

“Please—” she whispered. 

They continued to move slowly toward her. One of 
them laughed suddenly, a high-pitched, almost hysterical 
Boimd. 

Debbie pushed against the wall at her back, ^ing to 
force herself through the boards. She began crying. 

“What are you going to do to me?” she whispered. 

Another of them laughed. “Hey, guys, she wants to 
know what we’re goin’ to do to her.” 

“That’s a good question, doll.” 

“Like, maybe we oughta play postoffice?” 

All of them laughed at that. 

Then they moved suddenly. Two grabbed her arms. 
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The one before her, wearing a leering Frankenstein mask, 
seized the front of the new red dress with both hands 
Wi& a savage yank he tore the bodice down to her 
waist. Her strapless bra gave way with the dress and she 
stood half-snaked. 

Again she fought them, desperately, biting, scratching, 
kicking like an animal. But they were too strong for her 
and finally she stopped struggling and was forced to 
stand still, breathing hard, her hair tumbling over her 
forehead, and endure the sickening shame of having them 
stare at her nakedness* 

“Man, look at them knockers ” 

“They’re real all right, hey?” 

“Well, they sure ain’t falsies, you jerk.” 

“Just feel ’em, man.” 

Rough hands reached out eagerly, Debbie moaned with 
revulsion as they felt her breasts, bruising the tender flesh* 
While two of them continued to hold her powerless, the 
others finished the shameful task of stripping the re¬ 
maining clothes from her trembling body. 

Hands were all over her now, squeezing the soft swells 
of her buttocks, her firm young thighs, the most intimate 
parts of her body* 

“Man, did you ever see anything better in your life?” 

“We sure hit the jackpot tonight.” 

Vomit crawled up into Debbie’s throat. She felt like a 
piece of cheap merchandise being mauled and handled 
by shoppers at a bargain store. The lewd, suggestive re¬ 
marks beat against her ears. She shivered in the dank, 
musty air of the tool shed. For the fiirst time her mind 
admitted the impossible, unbelievable truth: Fm going 
to be raped . -, 

Raped. 

It was more than a word. It was something that was 
about to happen to her, Debbie Lawrence. 

It was only a matter now of the boys whipping up the 
courage to go through with the act, Ibey were passing a 
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bottle around, turning from her so she could not see their 
faces while they lifted their masks momentarily to gulp 
the whisky. 

“Who’s gonna be first?” 

“You go, you’re always talkin* so big, Aleck—” 

“Hey, shut up with the names, will you, you stupid 
bastard? You want to give this chick my address and 
telephone number, too?” 

“Go-wan—she’s too scared to remember her own name 
right now.” 

“You guys are so chicken. Let me at her.” 

One of the larger boys shoved the others aside and 
swaggered up to Debbie. The two holding her dragged 
her to a pile of dirty old grass sacks, threw her down. 
She felt the rough burlap against her bare shoulders and 
hips. 

Two of them held her down. She was still fighting, but 
weakly now. Terror had sapped her strength. There was 
little she could do now except twist her head from side to 
side and sob, “No—no—please—” 

Then she felt the revolting weight of the boy, felt him 
forcing her legs apart “Man,” he whispered hoarsely. 
"Man, oh, man!” 

There was a sharp, agonizing pain like a hot knife 
through her. She uttered a piercing scream. Her body 
arched with shock and pain. 

The boy taking her grunted like an animal, bis arms 
squee2dng the breath from her. He panted, “Cool man— 
like crazy. I mean, she’s the most.” 

Debbie felt the wet blood on her thighs. The precious 
part of her that she had so carefully kept inviolate for 
her wedding night was tom, destroyed forever here in the 
dirt by a pack of hoodlums. 

She kept her eyes tightly closed, her teeth gritted. Her 
senses dissolved in pain—she fought for consciousness. 
Dimly on the verge of a blackout, she was aware that he 
had finished and her fading awareness burned with sick- 
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ening dtead. Oh, Lord, what if he’s made me pregnant? 
What if I'm going to have the baby of this monster? 

It was the ultimate horror, 

Spie could hear the voices of the other boys, blurred 
against her ears. Their voices were muffled by the rub¬ 
ber masks. 

“Huny up, will you?” 

“Boy, look at them go." 

One boy stripped off his clothes completely. He was 
the drunkest of the lot. She felt the nakedness of him, 
smooth and muscular against her soft flesh. It was a strange 
sensation, this feeling of bare male flesh against female 
flesh. It was something she had often dreamed about— 
the night she would feel David against her like this. In 
spite of her pain and hate and shock, a purely physical 
part of her felt a vague, tingling reaction... 

The second time it was not so painful—she had either 
grown numb or shut the pain away in a separate com- 
pa^ent of her brain. The rest faded into a blur, broken 
briefly by that one naked contact. They kept her in the 
shack for hours and deep inside she felt herself changing, 
^ming hard and uncaring—the reaction was defensive, but 
in some dim comer of her mind she knew it would never 
leave her. 

She would never be the same Debbie Lawrence again 
—^not even for David. 

Never again for David. 

And throughout the confused blur there were sensa¬ 
tions she could not recognize and that frightened her, 
primitive responses that flamed in pleasure that was some¬ 
how worse than agony and made her cry out—and then for 
a moment go limp with some strange kind of release that 
she did not understand in the dazed condition of her mind. 

“Hey, I think this little broad’s getting her kicks." 

“Yeah, it’s weird, ain’t it?” 

“Look, we better flake off—” 

“What the heck—^you turning chicken?” 
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“Drop dead, wiU you? What about that boy friend of 
hers? He ain’t goin’ to stay knocked out all night.” 

“Chuck’s right. That guy comes to, he’ll have the fuzz 

down on our necks.” 

"We’ve had our kicks. Let’s blow.” 

And they were gone. They simply left. She lay in the 
shed, naked, bloody, bruised, covered with dirt, sweat- 
filled with something beyond shame. 

She lay there long after they had gone. At last she 
struggled to her feet. Each movement wrenched a moan 
from her. She looked down at herself, then around the 
tool shed. She saw her torn clothes scattered about. 

She had to find help. She picked up what was left of the 
new red dress. She looked at it hopelessly^ realizing there 
was not enough left in one piece to cover her nakedness. 

Then she thought, dully, that this was hardly a time to 


be concerned with modesty. 

She staggered to the door, stumbled out of the too 
shed, down the path. Several times she fell, but managed 


to get to her feet again. 

A couple in a parked car saw her. Vaguely, Debbie re¬ 
called seeing them get out and run toward her. She saw 
their white, shocked faces. 

She moaned, “Please, I want my Daddy— and then 


fell into their arms, unconscious. 
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DURING her first two days in the hospital Debbie was 
dimly aware that her parents visited her. They were her 
only contact with a life once familiar to her and even they 
had changed. She heard her mother sobbing, “My poor 
little darling—”, and saw her father looking pale, a 
Strange expression in his eyes. 

On the third day, when her thoughts were more 
lucid, the police came. A Lieutenant W illiam Gulley 
questioned her. He was nice, considerate. 

“Debbie, I realize this is going to hurt, but weVe got 
to have all of the information you can possibly give us. 
I’m sure you understand that we want to try and catch 
these boys before they harm any more girls.” 

Debbie felt a rising, ragged tension. Her heart began 
to beat fast. Her body turned so cold that it trembled 
and she turned her face away. 

“I—I don’t want to talk about it. Please—” 

Lieutenant Gulley sighed. His voice continued kind. 
“Debbie, I have a daughter exactly your age. Right now 
I feel about you exactly as I feel about her—and those 
boys running loose. I want to find them.” 

Debbie’s cold hands clutched the hospital blanket tight> 
ly. Through clenched teeth she said, “I can’t tell you any¬ 
thing—I don’t know what they looked like. They aU 
wore those horrible rubber masks—” Her voice broke. 

He made notes. “Please try to concentrate. You do 
believe that they were boys of high school age. When 
you were brou^t into the hospital that first night you 
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kept telling the doctors that you had been raped by a 
gang of boys.” 

Debbie whispered, “I think they were boys.” 

Lieutenant Gulley leaned forward. “What makes you 
think they were boys, Debbie?” 

“I _I’m not sure. Their voices. The way they were 

built. The way they acted—” 

“Do you have any idea of their ages?” 

“Not exactly. Maybe about sixteen to ei^teen.” 

Again the lieutenant scribbled in his notebook. Debbie 
looked at him with tears stinging her eyes. “How is 
David? I—I can’t remember what the doctors and nurses 
told me. I know I asked them—” She put her finger 
against her temples. “They have me so doped up I can’t 
remember what they said. Can’t you please tell me? I 
saw them beat him up." 

Memory flooded through her and fear squeezed her 
heart as she once again saw David, beaten and uncon¬ 
scious on the ground. Suddenly she tried to sit up. "Is he 
dead?” Her voice rose hysterically. “That’s it—he’s dead, 
isn’t he?” 

Lieutenant Gulley stood up quickly. Gently but firmly 
he pushed her back down to the bed. With one hand he 
reached for the bell cord to summon the nurse. No, 
Debbie—just calm down. David is not dead. He got 
roughed up a bit but there were no serious injuries. They 
brought him into the hospital with you that night for a 
complete examination. He’s already been released and he’s 
home.” 

“Then why hasn’t he been in to see me?" Debbie asked 
tearfully. 

“The doctors haven’t allowed you any visitors except 
your parents. You’ve been pretty weak. I’m sure that in a 
day or so the doctors will be letting you have vistors and 
then all your high school friends will be along to see you. 

Debbie settled back against the piUow, her panic about 
David over. But slowly a new feat took its place. She 
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did not want to see any of her crowd* She coold not 
face any of them as long as she lived. She was not 
even sure she wanted to see David. She had been raped, 
despoiled. 

How could she face them? How could she face the 
knowledge in their eyes? 

“Was it all in the newspapers?” she whispered. “What 
happened to me?” 

“I’m afraid so, Debbie. But everybody’s on your side.” 

“Then everybody knows/’ she whispered, turning sick 
with fresh shame. “The kids in school, the teachers, every- 
body in the whole city —** 

She was marked, she thought, A dull, heavy weight 
pressed down on her heart Nothing would ever erase 
what had been done to her that night. From now on 
there would be whispers behind her back when she walked 
down the school halls. Everywhere she went she would 
feel their curious stares. 

That was she, from now on. A kind of celebrity—or 
some strange freak. Maybe she could charge admission 
for people to look at her, she thought a little hysterically. 
Twenty-five cents for a look. And for an extra doOar she 
could tell them all the details. Every girl in her crowd 
would be avid to know just how it felt to have one’s 
clothes tom off and to be raped by six drunken boys .,. 

She was beginning to tremble again. She felt herself 
teetering on the edge of hysteria. But a nurse came in 
with a hypodermic syringe. A needle stung Debbie’s arm. 
In a few moments she drifted off into a safe, warm sleep 
where the ugly thoughts would not reach her for a while. 

But she could not hide in sleep forever. When she 
awoke from that shot a nurse was in the room, arrangiEg 
her pillow. She patted Debbie’s hand cheerfully. “We’re 
going to have a nice bath and get you all prettied up. 
You’re going to have visitors this afternoon.” 

“Who?” Debbie asked nervously. 

**Your parents are coming again, ^d the doctor said 
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it would be all right for you to begiu having other visitors 
now. Isn’t that nice?” 

Debbie closed her eyes. Facing her parents now that 
she was fully awake was going to be an ordeal. What 
would she say? 

And what would they say to her? 

Visiting hours began at two o’clock. 

Promptly at two the door opened and her father fol¬ 
lowed her mother into the room. Debbie lay against her 
pillow, her face pale, her eyes wide upon her parents. 
Under the covers her icy fingers clenched and unclenched. 
She looked up at her parents through a haze of tears. 
She felt smothered in shame, in guilt. Nothing like what 
had been done to her had ever happened to either of her 
parents during their courtship. If only she hadn’t stopped 
to neck with David in the car... 

Her mother and father approached her bed. A feeling 
of awkwardness hung in the air. Her father looked at her, 
then away. His mouth trembled and his hands clenched 
his hat tightly. 

Her mother was a large-boned woman somewhat on 
the fleshy side. She wore a dark blue wool suit and an 
unbecoming hat. She was carrying a bouquet of flowers. 

Debbie’s mother said, “You’re looking so much better, 
darling.” She was forcing brightness into her voice. “The 
doctor said you’ll be able to come home tomorrow or 
the next day, won’t that be nice?” 

Debbie thought desperately, Why can't you say what 
you’re thinkingl Why can’t you say that your pure, sweet, 
innocent little daughter is no longer clean. She’s been 
ruined. Isn’t that the good old-fashioned word for it! 
Ruinedl 

She said nothing. 

Her mother fussed about the room for a moment. She 
put the flowers in a vase, chattered about the neighbors, 
her friends. 
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Debbie thought that there was an unspoken rule among 
the three of them. We mustn’t speak about it, 

Her father was obviously ill at ease. He looked around 
the room, went to the window, gazed out at the trees 
that were turning with fall colors. Debbie stared at his 
back. Suddenly, he turned. His hands were crushing his 
hat. 

For one of the few times in her life Debbie saw raw, 
uncontrolled rage in bis eyes. In a voice shaking with 
emotion, he said, “Debbie, you teU me who those boys 
were. You tell me who did this awful thing to you. You 
tell me now. I’ll find them. I’ll kill them—” He was 
trembling from head to foot. 

Her mother looked aghast. She quickly moved to his 
side and put her hand on his arm. “Grady—don’t! You 
know what the doctor said—” 

Debbie burst into tears. “I don’t know, Daddy," she 
said. Her voice rose to a scream, “I told the police I 
don’t know—I don’t know!” 

Her mother glared at her father. “Now you see what 
you’ve done? The doctors warned us not to get her 
excited.*’ 

Her father’s eyes faltered, looked downward. Gruffly, 
he said, “I’m—I’m sorry, Debbie, Just—just don’t thmV 
about it. We just won’t ever think about it a gain, it’s 
over. We won’t talk about it—’’ 

No, we won’t talk about it. It will be one of those 
things in a family that are never spoken of. But we won’t 
stop thinking about it. From now on we’ll never stop 
thinking about it ... 

Debbie’s doctor came into her room the next morning. 
Cheerfully, he consulted her chart, then stood beside her 
bed. Well, young lady, you’re looking just fine this morn¬ 
ing. I think we’re going to let you go home this afternoon. 
Physically you’re in good shape. Of course it’s going to 
take time for you to recover from the emotional shock. 
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We can help with medication—and in other ways. Don t 
forget that. Come back to us if you need us.” 

Debbie asked raggedly, “Do you have any pills to keep 
my friends and family from looking at me as if I were 

some kind of sideshow freak? ’ 

“Now, Debbie,” the doctor warned sternly, “you’re gomg 
to have to snap out of that kind of thinking. You must 
keep telling yourself that what happened to you was 
nothing but an accident. And there have been worse acci¬ 
dents. You’re not disfigured or scarred—you’re as lovely 

as ever.” . ■ i 

“Try telling my family that,” Debbie said bitterly. 

“They look at me like suddenly I’d—I’d become a dirty 

tramp—” Her voice broke. 

The doctor shook his head. “You feel that way now. 
But you’re imagining things that aren't there. You 11 find 

that I’m right—in time.” . 

Another black fear had been clouding Debbies mmd. 
Now she found the courage to put it into words. “Am 

am I going to be pregnant?” 

The doctor frowned. “We did aB we could to prevent it 
when you were brought in. I don’t think there’s much 
danger. But we’ll keep checking to see what develops. 

“But you’re not sure?” ^ 

The doctor shook his head. “Only pretty sure. 

Oh, Lord, what a fine worry for me to be carrying 

around for the next few weeks ... , i. • 

That afternoon Debbie was allowed to leave the hospi¬ 
tal. Her family drove her home. They spoke little. Debbie 
sat huddled and withdrawn in a comer of her seat. 
Ritchie had evidently been thorou^y ,, 

When he saw her he stared curiously but only said, Hi. 

Later, Debbie was in her room when her mother came 
to the door and told her that David had come to see her. 

Debbie’s nerves quivered. Her whole world had changed 
—would David be different, too? She drew a deep breath, 
steeling herself for the ordeal of facing him. 
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Part of her wanted desperately to run into his arms_to 

be held tightly by him, to be reassured that what had 
happened had made no difference in how he felt about 
her. But another part of her shivered still with a chill 
wariness—she recognized it as the don’t-give-a-damn feel¬ 
ing bom in that cold, dank tool shed and whispered it to 
herself now— Don’t give a damn, she thought. // any¬ 
body tries to hurt you, even David, don’t give a damn 
She was trembling with nervousness as she met David 
in the living room. Again she was aware of that same 
awkwardness, the embarrassment she had sensed when 
her parents first visited her in the hospital. 

David had been turning the pages of a magazine on 
the coffee table. He looked up at her and said, “Hi.” 

His face still showed the effects of the beating Debbie’s 
assailants had given him. There were still livid bmises 
under his eyes and his face looked swollen and battered. 
Sudden tears stung Debbie’s eyes at seeing him hurt in this 
way, and she longed to touch her lips to the hurt places, 
David shifted his weight awkwardly from one foot to the 
other. “You’re looking swell, Debbie.” 

“No I’m not. I look avrful. But thanks, anyway, David,” 
Debbie whispered. 

She stood there waiting, looking at him longingly, her 
heart pleading, Please put your arms around me, tell me 
it’s all right, 

David looked into her eyes and smiled. He came to her 
and his arms went around her—and Debbie, her slim 
shoulders shaking with sobs, broke down completely. 

David stroked her hair gently, trying to calm her. 
Gee, you poor kid. It—it must have been rough—” 
Debbie’s answer choked in her throat. 

He said, “Take it easy, Debbie. It’s okay, see? It’s 
okay. You’re all right now.” 

She looked up at him with streaming eyes. She whis¬ 
pered, David, tell me the truth, does it make any dif¬ 
ference? I mean—about the way you feel about me?” 
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His gaze faltered and slid away. “Of course it doesn’t 
unaVp. any difference, you little kook. What’s changed? 
Somehow he did not sound convinced. 

“Are you sure?" she asked. 

“Like I told you. It was just one of those things. 
accident. Look, we won’t talk about it any more, Debbie, 

We won’t talk about it... the same thing my folks said. 
If 5 too dirty, so we jH5t won’t mention it. Dammit, doesn t 
anybody care how it felt-how it still feels to me? 

David stayed for a half hour. They played some rec¬ 
ords. They talked about school. David told her about 
football and the team’s chances this year. 

But Debbie had the feeling that all the important 
things, all the things that mattered between them, were 
being left out. She tried desperately, but she could not 
break through—she could not get really close to David. 
Not in the old way. Why couldn’t they talk about It 
get “It” out of the ™y? How could she know what he 
was thinking, what images were Boating through his mind 
about what had happened to her in the tool ^ed? 

Maybe it’s me, she thought. Maybe I m imagining 
things, like the doctor said. I'm so darn shook up, so 
nervous. 1 can't relax—I can’t be myself ... 

Debbie did not go back to school that week. She was 
pimp ly afraid. She was unable to eat. She lost weight. 
She only slept with the aid of pills the doctor had pre¬ 
scribed—but not even the pills could prevent nightmares 
from which she awoke in a cold sweat, crying out 
But the following week her mother began dropping 
hints. “Don’t you think you’d better start back to school, 
Debbie? It will be hard making up all that lost time if you 
stay home any longer.” 

Debbie had been spending most of her time in her 
room, reading, listening to her radio or records. She was 
still trying to find her way back to familiar things--things 
she had once enjoyed. But the thought of facing her 
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school crowd after what had happened still filled her 
with dread. 

David did not call agam. 

Debbie’s nerves were not much better by the second 
week. The slightest noise would cause her to jump. She 
put off returning to school with one excuse, then another, 
until both her doctor and her parents made it clear she 
had to go back. 

The first day was an ordeal, as she had known it would 
be. Her friends all came up to her locker, congregating 
around her, welcoming her back. But the morbid curiosity 
in their eyes was obvious and in the classrooms she could 
hear whispers behind her. 

She saw David between classes. He was friendly to her 
as usual but failed to ask her for a date. 

Debbie told herself that he was too busy with football 
to bother with dating—by now the season was in full 
swing. But the following week it became obvious that he 
was avoiding her, even in school. When she tried to talk 
to him between classes he always seemed to be in a rush 
to get somewhere. 

Finally, she had it out with him. She went up to his 
locker between classes one day. Her throat felt tight, her 
mouth dry. But she got the words out somehow. “David, 

I have to talk to you.” 

“Well, Debbie, like, I’m pretty busy now. You know, 
exams coming up and football practice every afternoon—*’ 

“It won’t take long. I’ll meet you after football practice 
this afternoon. I’ll be waiting in your car.” 

David shrugged. “Well, okay.” 

Later Debbie sat tensely in his car, waiting. Finally 
David appeared, looking fresh after his shower following 
afternoon football practice. 

He slid into the seat without looking at her. Debbie 
drew a deep breath. Keeping her eyes straight ahead and 
somehow controlling her voice, she said, “David, would 
you rather we stopped going steady?” 
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David shifted uncomfortably and fussed with the dash¬ 
board gadgets. His ears were red. Tliere was a look of 
embarrassment on his face. “Debbie—it isnt me, ^e? 
It’s my folks. They’ve been bugging me ever sinc^well 
you toow-U... uigbt. My dad-weU, hrt pruuy s 
laced and mom is just about as bad. They... well, th^ 
‘S^after what happened, it mlf t turn out you m preg- 
nant and it would look pretty bad for me to ^ 
with you if something like that happened. I 
It like that, but I guess I'll have to give it “ V”" 

You know how set Dad is on my having a law cMeer. 

b a quiet, bine, voice diat sutprised he, with ^ 
ness, libbie said. “They'd rather you 
around with a girl who had been raped by six y ■ 
Even if I’m not pregnant a girl like that ® 

ri^t as the wife of a lawyer. Thats it, isnt it, P®’' 

David struck his hst lightly against the s eenng wh«l. 
«WeU eee Debbie, like Tm telling you. It isnt me. I 
haven’t got anything to say about it. ^t they’ve been on 
mv back You know how parents can be. 

“Yes,” Debbie said quietly. “I know how parents can 

‘^Blindly she groped for the Uttle gold chain around her 
neck Shi sUpSd it over her head. Until now she had 
been'dry-eyed,^but suddenly hot tears stung her eyes and 
ring on the chain became blurred and m- 

dbstinct. 

She thrust it in his hand, got out of the car. ^ 

David called miserably, “Debbie, I wish you vrouldn t- 
She started running. She tan and ran until she came 

a vacant lot* ^ 

It was dark now, past dusk. She stumbled halfway acro^ 
the lot, threw herself among the weeds and lay there, s 

bine her heart out. n i 

I don’t give a damn, she thought over and over, f 

don’t give a damn, nobody can hurt me nobody ... 
After a while the words began to make sense to her ana 
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the feeling of not caring she had first known in the tool 
shed when those boys had been doing that to her solidi¬ 
fied. Her tears dried out. She stood up and walked home. 

Word soon got around the school grapevine that Debbie 
and David were no longer going steady. She was im¬ 
mediately swamped with offers for dates from other boys. 
She accepted them. She wanted to keep busy, to dance 
every night, to see movies, to go to record hops and the 
malt shop, to talk brightly. And when anything or any¬ 
body reminded her of what had happened on her lak 
date with David, she thought, I don’t give a damn 

The thought became a kind of slogan—a crutch to 
lean on* 

She began having trouble at home. Her parents had 
always been strict about her dating. But there was a 
new bitter and rebellious streak in her and if she had to 
lie to get out of the house for a date, she simply thought, 

/ don’t give a damn ... t-j 

Once her mother said tightly, “You could be a little 
considerate of your family. Goodness knows, it’s been hard 
Mough for us to hold our heads up after what happened. 
You aren’t helping things by getting a reputation for 
being wild—” 

Anger blazed in Debbie. “Oh, sure, I forgot. Pm a 
tramp since that night in the shed. That really shot my 
reputation, didn’t it? You know, those boys didn’t really 

make me do it. Mom. I had a date to meet them at that 
tool shed, sec, and—” 

“Debbiel” her mother cried. Then, more gently, she 
said, I m sorry, darling, I shouldn't have put it that way, 

1 don’t want you to think for a minute_’’ 

/ know what you want me to think—and think about 
... Debbie’s fury froze to a cold knot inside her. 

“Well, you know how people talk,” her mother said 
defensively. “After all, we have lived in this neighbor- 
hood a long time and—” 

Debbie knew* She had known for some ti me why she 
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was so popular with the boys at school. She had always 
been one of the best-looking, most popular girls in her 
crowd. But there was a new reason the boys dated her now. 

She had found it out on her first date after she had 
broken with David. Bill Brinkley had driven her to the 
malt shop for drinks. Later, they had driven around for a 
while, then had parked. 

Bill had tried to make out with Debbie in a way that 
no boy had ever tried before. His first kiss had forced 
her mouth open and almost at once his hands began 
roving over her body. 

She had pulled away angrily. “You’d better take me 
home.” 

“The hell you say. Why the vir^ act, Debbie? You 
know what it’s all about now. We might as well have a 
little fun. I mean, what difference would it make now? 
So you get laid by six boys—what's one more? Come on, 
Debbie—’’ His voice took on a softer note. “Gee, it 
drives me nuts just thinking about you doing it with 
those six guys. I’ve always been crazy about you—well 
be careful. I won’t hurt you. What difference will one 
more make?’’ 

Debbie had felt hysteria welling in her. “Take me 
home,” she had said desperately. 

That night she had lain a long while staring at the dark 
ceding with wide and angry eyes. He made me feel 
dirty ... dirty ... dirty. But maybe that’s what I am 
now ... 

All her other dates had the same idea as Bill. She was 
considered a hot, juicy little number—thinking about 
what had happened to her whetted the boys’ appetite 
for her. With each new experience, Debbie’s bitterness 
and rebellion increased and a new hardness grew inside 
her. Too, some segments of that ni^tmare evening 
began to separate themselves in her mind and she 
knew involuntary moments of tortured heat—wondering 
how it would be with a boy she knew and liked. 
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Norman Sanders was a friend of David's^ played foot* 
ball and was darkly handsome. Perhaps subconsGiously 
Debbie wanted to get back at David when she accepted 
a date with Norman, He took her dancing and she knew 
an anticipatory excitement rocking and twisting with him. 
He was a good dancer and a wildness communicated itself 
from him to Debbie, David was at the hop with another 
girl and once or twice Debbie caught him watching her. 
It was Debbie who suggested to Norman that they leave 
the hop early and find a place to park. 

In the car Debbie kissed Norman in a way that she had 
never kissed a boy before, not even David, She felt her 
body go molten even as Norman tensed with excitement 
“HeyF* he breathed, "‘You're terrific, Debbie,” 

“You don't know yet—^how terrific—” 

He kissed her again and Debbie let him make out in a 
way she had never before permitted. She let his hands rove 
over her breasts, then push the hem of her dress up above 
her stocking tops to her waist, baring her thighs. They 
were pale and round in the soft moonlight and he caressed 
them and bent and kissed their softness, breathing hard, 
Debbie felt herself aroused. They kissed passionately, 
their bodies locked in a tight embrace while Norman fum¬ 
bled for her zipper. 

“Let's get in the back seat,” Debbie whispered thickly. 
In the back seat, with the car doors locked, Debbie 
unfastened the top hook at the back of her dress and let 
Norman pull down the zipper. She wriggled out of the 
bodice of her dress, baring herself to her waist, naked 
except for her bra. 

In a frenzy of excitement Norman kissed her flesh, her 
shoulders, the hollow of her throat, the bare midriff below 
her bra. He fumbled awkwardly with the snaps of her bra 
and she helped him, a tide of eagerness welling within 
her. She felt her breasts firming as with a gasp, Norman 
buried his face in the lush, sweet mounds. 

Fire whipped through her. She lay back against the 
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seat cushion, her head turning from side to side, moaning 
softly with desire. 

There was one last moment when conscience stabbed 
her—to be smothered almost instanUy by bitterness and 
anger. Ifs just like the boys have been saying, she thought 
Whafs the difference between six and seven7 And /'ve 
got to know how it really feels . •, 

She asked Norman, ‘‘Do you have something—you 
know, something to use so I won’t get pregnant? Tin not 
going to go through that worry again—” 

“Sure, Debbie. Don’t worry—” 

He fumbled in his pocket. Debbie saw him take some¬ 
thing out of a small, flat package. She looked away while 
he unzipped his pants. She thought. For me—III bet he 
bought it just for me... the damned thing ought to have 
my monogr(UTi on it-^^Debbie Lawrence, the gal who s 
been had ... 

But she was as eager now as he and grew impatient at 
his awkward fumbling. She felt vastly older and more 
experienced. 

Then they were making love and she clung to Norman, 
crying out—partly with relief that it could be like this, a 
consuming ecstasy that blotted out that night of horror. 
Six—or seven .,. what difference does it makel 
She felt herself growing more excited—the agony of that 
other night was missing. Savage triumph coursed through 
her as her reflexes responded to Norman. Her finger¬ 
nails dug into his back. Oh, damnit, don t let me love 

him — don't let me be hurt again - 

And then the fire in her exploded and she lay back 
limp, quivering, but relaxed. 
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AFTERWARD she was filled with revulsion and disgust 
/ guess / really am a tramp now, she thought. Nobody 
forced me to do it tonighL 1 wanted to. It was as simple 
as that ... 

She and Norman dressed in the dark, fumbling, and 
she sensed he was embarrassed, too. Both of them were 
too self-conscious to look at each other now. They did 
not speak* Then they were in the front seat of the car 
and he was taking her home. 

Debbie sat far over on her side of the seat. Ehiring the 
entire ride home Norman did not look at her and Debbie 
felt a return of the bitterness that was becoming a part of 
her. She shut her mind to her nagging conscience—a 
thing she was finding easier and easier to do. 

She fumbled in her purse for her compact and in the 
light from the dash repaired her makeup and ran a comb 
through her hair. When Norman pulled up at her door 
she opened the car door and without a backward glance 
ran into the building. She heard Norman call her name 
once, but she did not look back* 

She hurried upstairs. A streak of light showed under the 
hall door and she shuddered. Lord, Lm going to have to 
face them, she thought / don*t want to have to look at 
anybody or speak to anybody right now ,.. 

But there was no way she could escape the ordeal. She 
opened the door with her own key, feeling more bitterly 
alone than ever. Her brother was nowhere m sight—he 
must have gone to bed. Her parents were watching a late 
show on television. Normally they were in bed by ten- 

34 
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thirty. Debbie blew it was because ot her that they 
were still up. 

Her mother looked at her sharply. Tto you know it’s 
nearly midnight, Debbie?” 

Debbie shrugged, avoiding her mother’s eyes. So it was 
nearly midnight and she felt dirty all over. She wanted to 
take a long, hot, soapy bath and then go to bed. Midni^t 
wasn’t a bad hour for most people—for Debbie it was 
wrong. And they were right—for Debbie to be out until 
midni^t was wrong. She had proven it tonight 

Her mother persisted. “Whom were you out with to¬ 
night?” 

“Norm Sanders,” Debbie said shortly. She turned her 
back to her mother and started toward her room. 

“Debbie,” her father said sharply, “your mother is 
speaking to you.” 

With her back to both of them, Debbie sighed, “Gee, 
it’s late and I’m beat. Look, I have a math test in the 
morning. Can’t we knock it off, huh? I’ll teU you all about 
the date at breakfast—” 

“That’s just the point,” her mother said sharply. “Thfa 
is Wednesday night, a school night. You have a test in 
the morning. And here you are out with a boy until 
after eleven o’clock." 

That isn't all, Mother, Debbie thought angrily. WoM 
you like far me to tell you what really happened tonight 
That would make you flip, for sure. But it really wouldrft 
surprise you, would it? You think I'm a tramp, anyway— 
all the kids at school think so—and you and Dad. You’ve 
been thinking ever since that night that I'm damaged 
goods—but / think I still gave Norman his kicks to¬ 
night ... 

“WeD, go on to bed.” Her mother sighed. “But tomor¬ 
row we’re going to have a long talk.” 

Debbie rolled her eyes toward the ceiling. Lord, spare 
me from that, she thou^t desperately. One more of those 
woman-to-woman talks and Til blow my stack 


* « • 
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She finally escaped to her room, took a long, hot bath, 
scrubbing herself vigorously. Golly, I hope 1 didn’t get 
myself knocked-up tonight, she thought with a twinge of 
uneasiness. But she was unable to worry about pregnancy 
too much—Norman had been careful and now that the 
first aftermath of disgust had passed, she foimd herself 
thinkin g about what had happened with a sudden prick* 
ling of excitement. She lay in the warm bath, her mind 
conjuring back the memory of the necking session and the 
final act of fulfillment—for an instant she had felt not 
only wanting but wanted. Her mind formed pictures of aU 
the details and she relived the exciting moments. 

There was no point in kidding herself—she had en¬ 
joyed it She might have enjoyed it more if Norman had 
really loved—^but who was to say he didn't? And who 
was to say there was more to love than sex? Debbie ling¬ 
ered in the bath, dreaming of a similar experience with a 
more sophisticated, experienced lover—someone who 
would not be embarrassed afterward but would care for 
her still—and she found her body suddenly aglow with a 
fresh seizure of desire. 

Resolutely she pushed the turbulent thoughts from her 
mind, finished her bath, dressed in a pair of shorty pa¬ 
jamas, hurried into her room and slipped between the 
covers. She could hear her parents still talking in the 
next room. At times they mumbled and at times their 
voices rose sharply in argument and she could bear her 
name mentioned. 

At first she put the piUow over her head and tried to 
shut out the sound. But after a few moments she rest¬ 
lessly shoved the pillow and covers aside and crept bare¬ 
footed to the connecting door. 

Her father was saying angrily, “It’s a mother's place to 
raise a girl to be decent. When she starts running wild 
it’s because her mother hasn’t talked to her enough about 
such things.” 
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“That’s right," Debbie’s mother whimpered. “Blame it 
on me.” She began to cry. 

Debbie rolled her eyes toward the ceiling. Bro-ther! 
she thought. Now they’re blaming each other. Pretty soon 
they'll get around to blaming me for the whole bit~as if 
those boys in the shed had nothing to do at all with the 
whole thing. And as if Norman hadn’t started things to~ 
night ... 

Debbie’s father’s voice came, muffled by the door. 
“Now, Ada, don’t go all to pieces like that. I didn’t mean 
to upset you." 

“'y'ou don’t know what a strain these last weeks have 
been on me—” 

“Yes, I do, Ada. They’ve been a strain on both of us." 

“I can’t walk down the street any more without feeling 
like everybody in the neighborhood is staring at me. I 
tried so hard to raise Debbie to be a nice girl with a 
decent reputation—’’ 

“I know, I know. Something is going to have to be 
done about it." 

“But what? How are 3 fou going to stop people from 
talking about it? And look at Debbie. She certainly isn’t 
helping matters any. I honestly don’t know what’s gotten 
into that girl. She’s acting like—well, honestly, Henry, 
sometimes I wonder if I ever knew her at all. Sometimes I 
wonder if she’s te llin g us the truth about everything that 
happened in the park that night. You don’t suppose she 
might have had a date to meet those boys there, do 
you—’’ 

Anger tore through Debbie. She trembled from head to 
foot and for a second she almost ran into the next room, 
screaming at her mother—she had never guessed it was 
possible to hate one’s own mother as she did in that one 
blinding moment. 

She held on to herself and stood shaking as if with a 
chill, listening. 

Her father’s voice held its first hint of disapproval. “You 
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have no right to say things like that, Ada. You know 
what the doctor said. The experience was a shock to 
Debbie. He said It was going to be hard for her to get 
readjusted. Her personality might even change for a 
while. What I’m getting at is—and I’ve been giving this 
whole thing a lot of thought—I think what we’re going to 
have to do is move away from here. We’ve got to take 
Debbie out of that school and get out of this neighborhood 
where everybody knows us.” 

“Move away from here?” 

“Don’t look so surprised, Ada. You know we’ve talked 
about buying a house in the suburbs for a long time. 
We’ve been putting it off until after Debbie graduated 
because of all her friends in school here. But I think all 
that’s changed now. The best thing that could happen to 
all of us—Ritchie, too—would be for us to move away. 
We could find a nice little house where people wouldn’t 
know us. Debbie and Ritchie could start over in a new 
school. It might make a lot of difference. Maybe our girl 
could get her feet back on the ground again.” 

The talk carried on in endless circles—Debbie’s new 
wild actions, the family’s embarrassment—the idea of mov¬ 
ing to the suburbs—economic problems that would have 
to be solved. 

Debbie got fed up with listening—nothing her parents 
said seemed to have much to do with her problems, 
with how she felt 

She still loved her parents and despised herself for the 
hurt and trouble she had caused them. Yet she could not 
help but hate them too, at times. The economic problem 
of moving the family into the suburbs was not hers. Still 
they made it touch her now—it was almost as if she 
ought to come up with the money.,. Maybe 1 ought to 
start doing it for cash, Debbie thought bitterly. Maybe 
that would make them feel respectable ... 

Oh, they hadn’t said it in so many words, certainly. 
But it was obvious to Debbie that they were ashamed of 
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her. She had made them feel cheap, somehow, and now 
money was a problem. 

Debbie clenched her fists, feeling a hard knot of anger 
and desperate loneliness inside her. 

Everyone was ashamed of her. David, whom she had 
loved, had broken up with her. Her mother was ashamed 
of her and her father wanted them all to run off and 
hide—but money was a problem. 

Hot tears burned Debbie’s eyes. Money was not her 
problem. If she wanted to sell herself, she could probably 
make all the money she needed—and help her parents 
besides. But she was not interested in helping them—she 
needed help herself. 

She wanted her father to come into her room and put 
his arm around her and hold her tightly and tell her that 
he loved her and that nothing could change that She 
wanted her mother to do the same thing. But ever sbce 
that night she had been gang-raped there had been a 
feeling of embarrassment and restraint in the family. She 
was a problem to them. WeU, let them solve their problems. 

As for the idea of moving away from this neighborhood, 
of entering a new school—it was okay with Debbie. Were 
people different because they lived in different places? 
Would her parents love her more in new sunoundings? 
The thought almost made her laugh out loud. 

All she really cared about now was living it up, dating 
every night, keeping too busy to think, too busy to have 
any feelings. The family could run away from this neigh¬ 
borhood and from people close to them who knew what 
had happened to her. 

She was forever trapped. 

What nice boy, like David, would ever want her for 
his wife again? She had been soiled and changed and 
she could run a thousand miles away and no distance 
could alter that fact. She simply could never be a ni« 
prl again. She was what those boys in the shed had made 
her. 
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She still loved David. She wanted him now. For the 
first time in her young life she knew the most poignant of 
sorrows—^that of still loving a person who had ceased to 
love in return. She had not known anything could hurt so 
deeply. Her experience with Norman tonight had helped 
to salve that hurt—if only for a moment. 

With a sudden angry motion she wiped the tears from 
her eyes and rebelliously decided, Don’t think, Debbie, 
don’t have any feelings other than fun. Live it up, even 
if it means turning into what everybody already thinks 
you are... 
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WESTWOOD HEIGHTS was a recent suburban housing 
development, yet it was almost a new little city, nearly 
self-contained, with its shopping center, park, and schools. 

Twenty years ago the area had been farmland, creeks, 
scraggly woods, more than twenty miles from big city 
limits. Population growth, the arrival of new industries, 
had crowded more and more people out of the city proper 
and developers had put in paved streets and roads wind¬ 
ing among look-alike houses, each with its small con¬ 
crete slab patio and barbecue grill. 

Debbie supposed the new house had some improve¬ 
ments over their city apartment, though she could not 
get very enthusiastic. Her problems had nothing to do with 
the ultra-modem kitchen with its electric, built-in oven and 
garbage disposal, the tile drain and open pass-through 
snack bar to the adjacent dining area. She thought with¬ 
out much feeling that the open-beam ceiling in the living 
room, the green tile in the bathroom, the attached garage 
with die concrete floor utility room for the washer and 
dryer were nice. And a little wearily she thought, t/ie hell 
with it—they didrCt have to go to all this trouble and ex- 
pense just for me. I would have made out all right 
where we were ... 

And she felt a little like crying. 


Debbie’s first day at the new school was not easy. She 
was no longer the carefree, effervescent young girl who 
could charm her way into any high school crowd. There 
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was a hint of suUenness about her mouth, suspicion and 
wariness about her dark eyes. She felt she was being 
studied and appraised and with youthful instinct felt sure 
that at least some of the kids could read what kind of 
gill she was. 

Well, what kind of a girl was she? She was a girl who 
had been raped—she was also a girl who had enjoyed 
sex—and probably would again. 

She was acutely conscious of the fact that she was the 
center of attraction in each new classroom she entered 
She tried not to notice the kids or guess what they were 
thinking. The school itself was much more pleasant in ap¬ 
pearance than the old, out-dated building in the city. 
Westwood High was one of the modem educational plants, 
constructed with a maximum of aluminum and glass and a 
minimum of bricks. Almost as much money had gone into 
the spacious band room and the large gymnasium as into 
the classrooms. 

The classrooms were airy and li^t. Debbie*s first raom- 
ing class was Junior English. She took her seat and kept 
her eyes on her books. She knew that the girls were siz¬ 
ing her up, fitting her into a category. Some could be 
cruelly perceptive, she knew. It never took a group of hi^ 
school girls long to deduce from the way a new girl 
dressed, spoke, and acted, whether she was going to belong 
or not Debbie knew, because in the past she had judged 
others as she herself was now being judged. 

She could also feel the glances of the boys in the class¬ 
room. They too were sizing her up, but for other reasons. 
They were checking her figure, speculating on whether 
she would put out on a date, or be a cool dancer, fun at 
a party or strictly from dullsville. 

She returned the glances of a few of the better-looking 
boys with a cool, bold stare that surprised and flustered 
them, she saw to her amusement. 

Silly kids, she thought with a toss of her ponytail. / bet 
I know more than all the boys here put together, i could 
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get them in the back seat af a car and have them yelling 
mama in a few minutes ... 

She almost giggled out loud at the thou^t. 

The bell rang. She joined the trampling between-class 
horde in the hall. On her way to her locker, she found 
herself surrounded by a few girls, 

“Hi.” A pert blonde smiled at her in a friendly manner. 
“I’m Ginny Young. I was sitting just behind you.” 

Debbie nodded coolly. “I’m Debbie Lawrence.” 

Few other girls introduced themselves. 

Debbie knew she was still being sized up. 

“Where did you move from, Debbie?” one of them 
asked. 

“From town,” Debbie said shortly, offering no further 
information. 

The warning bell for the next class sounded and Debbie 
turned to her locker to get her books, happy to escape 
further questioning. 

She sensed that the gjrls who had made the first friendly 
overtures that morning were from “the crowd”—^the im¬ 
portant social clique in the school. They had had the 
self-assurance of kids who “belonged”—something Deb¬ 
bie herself had once possessed. Well, she thought grimly, 
she would fin d a crowd here to which she would belong— 
for better or worse. 

Once it had mattered to her to be accepted by the 
group that counted. Acceptance meant being invited to 
parties at the nicest homes, being dated by boj^ from the 
best families—boys like David. But David had let her 
down when she needed him most—and from here on 
she would look after herself. 

The first week one of the “nice” boys. Tommy Sher¬ 
man, did his best to be friendly with her. But when he 
asked her for a date she turned him down. 

Tommy was taU, even taller than David who had been 
fully six feet. Tommy had the gangling litheness of a 
star basketball player and although he had big feet to 



44 HIGH SCHOOL JUNGLE 

go with his tall, rambling frame, he had nice blue eyes and 
a shy grin that could melt a girl’s heart. 

Once Debbie woixld have jumped at the chance to date 
a boy like Tommy Sherman. It was obvious that he was a 
wholesome youngster from a good family, like David, 
and would treat her with respect—maybe even get serious 
about her. The trouble was she was no longer a whole¬ 
some, “nice” girl and sooner or later Tommy would find 
out. In fact, with his attractions he would probably make 
out with her all the way on their first date—^just looking 
at him stirred desire in Debbie—and that would finish 
her with him. She wanted none of that She was perfectly 
willing to put out with the ri^t boy—but in return she 
wanted something steady—she wanted to belong. She also 
wanted excitement to help her forget the mess that had 
been made of her life, and did not expect to find the iHnd 
of fun she was looking for with a bundi of square kids. 

That first week Debbie kept pretty well to herself sizing 
things up. She sorted out the various social groups, weigh- 
ing her chances. She had dismissed the nice crowd to 
which Tommy belonged. Next she dismissed the usual 
cluster of acne-faced, antisocial drips who belonged to 
nothing except their own aching egos and loneliness. But 
there was a fast crowd here as there had been in the city, 
a bunch of independent young rebels who seemed to 
stay in perpetual hot water with the teachers and never 
gave a damn, 

Debbie was intrigued by these kids. Some of the girls 
looked pretty cheap the way they wore their sweaters too 
tight, put on eye makeup even for class and swung their 
hips walking down the hall. The boys these girls belonged 
to were hip—they wore loud jackets and shirts, tight pants 
and wisecracked their way tibrough most of the classes. 
Some of them drove souped-up hotrods and a few even 
came to school in foreign sports cars. There did not ap¬ 
pear to be a great deal of economic difference between 
this bunch and the more conservative nice crowd. The 
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wild bunch ranged all the way from kids whose parents 
were loaded to others who were perpetually broke. 

Debbie’s introduction to the fast kids turned out to be a 
curvy little junior named Linda Lee Essex. Lin da Lee 
wore lots of make-up, tight sweaters, had a glib line with 
the boys, and a provocative swing to her hips when she 
walked. She was in several of Debbie’s classes and sat 
next to Debbie during study hall. Soon they were friends. 
Linda Lee, Debbie quickly found out, was a little hve 
wire and a barrel of fun. She kept Debbie gigglmg during 
most of the library period. 

Debbie liked Linda Lee. Linda was good for a laugh 
a minute and was definitely no square. On the contrary, 
she gave Debbie the impression of a girl who knew her 
way around even better than Debbie. She seemed to 
know all the boys in school——between classes there was 
always a male congregation around her—sometimes even 
Tommy Sherman was among them. 

On Friday of that first week, during the morning study 
hall period, Linda hid behind a large book for protec¬ 
tion from the watchful eye of the teacher and whispered 
excitedly to Debbie, “Hey, how would you like to double¬ 
date with me tonight?” 

Debbie was surprised. “Crazy” she replied. “What’s 
the scoop?” 

“Well, there’s this boy, see. He runs around with our 
bunch. He’s been digging you in the hall ever since you 
came to school here and he’s gone plumb ape over you. 
He’s a cool cat, loads of fun and puts you in orbit on a 
dance floor. What do you say?” 

Debbie was delighted. She had been bored and rest¬ 
less, wanting more companionship of her own age than 
Linda. She had wanted a date. She had not been out 
with a boy since that night with Norm Sanders—who 
had never asked her out again though Debbie was pretty 
sure he had bragged of his conquest to the other kids in 
the city. 
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*‘Sounds like fun, Linda Lee,” she whispered. “My 
folks are strictly from squaresville, though. They make a 
federal case out of it eveiy time I date a boy they haven't 
met.” 

“Oh, we can fix thaL” Linda Lee shrugged breezily, 
“Give them a snow job. TeU them you're spending the 
night with me. That way we can have more fun besides. 
My folks don’t give a hang what time I get in—we can 
have a real blast.” 

Debbie nodded, tingling with anticipation and excite¬ 
ment. “It's a deal,” she whispered, “I'll meet you over 
at your house right after supper, okay?” 

“Crazy.” Linda Lee grinned. 

The evening might have turned out differently if Deb¬ 
bie had not gone into town after school to shop for a new 
dress. She had been saving her allowance for several 
weeks and had enough for a new dress and her mother's 
permission to buy one. She phoned home from school, told 
her mother that she wanted to speed the evening with a 
new friend, Linda Lee Essex. 

“m grab a sandwich in town after I buy the dress 
and go right over to Linda's house. She only lives a cou¬ 
ple of blocks from the bus stop. And she can lend me 
some pajamas for tonight” 

“Well, I guess it's aU right,” her mother said dubiously, 
“What kind of people are her folks?” 

‘They're loaded. Mama. Linda's father's in the con¬ 
tracting business. They live m a twenty-thousand dollar 
pad over in that snazzy Parkdale section.” 

“I'm glad you're making nice friends in the new 
school,” Debbie's mother said, a note of pleasure in her 
voice, 

Thafs Mama^ Debbie thought. As long as people have 
money~as hng as they*ve got two cars and live in a 
twenty-thousand dollar house with wall-to-wall carpeting 
they make nice friends .., Then she thought defiantly. 
Well, 1 think Linda is nice—at least to me ^ 
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In a dress shop in town, Debbie found a darling little 
wine-colored jersey outfit that flattered her brunette com¬ 
plexion and hugged her well-curved figure. She left the 
shop with the parcel under her arm, walked a few blocks 
to a drugstore where she had sometimes gone with her 
old crowd for after-school cokes. She sat at the counter 
and ordered a sandwich and a soda. 

She had just finished her snack and was swinging 
around on the stool when she saw a couple entering the 
store. 

Debbie froze. The boy was David. 

Hanging on to his arm possessively was Betty Cox. 
Debbie felt her hands go icy and her heart pound. She 
clutched her parcel tightly and slipped from the counter 
stool on trembling lep. David’s eyes met hers. 

Debbie drew a painful breath and forced her legs to 
carry her to where David stood with Betty. 

“Hi, Debbie,” David said awkwardly. 

Debbie forced her voice to sound light. “Hi, David. 

HeUo, Betty.” , 

“How’s die new school?” David asked. 

“Oh, just wild.” Debbie tried for breeaness. “More 

fun.” ’ 

She was fighting with all her will to keep from re¬ 
membering how things had been between her and David-- 
from thinking how they might now be between David and 
Betty. Jealousy burned through her—-then anger. ^ 

^ Betty seemed to sense her feelings with feline instinct. 
-I 'Tlenty of boys at the new school, huh, Debbie? 
if Betty had always had a yen for David, Debbie knew, 
ii' .'VV'eH slie had him now. There was a triumphant glitter 
& Betty’s eyes as she gave David’s arm an extra little 

I squee 2 B. 

“I_I’ve got to run,” Debbie blurted out. 

She pushed her way blindly past David and Betty, out 
to the crowded sidewalk. She was grateful for the throng 
of strangers among whom she could bury herself. S 
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realized that back in the store she had been close to vio¬ 
lence. She had been a fool to go into a familiar store. She 
walked for blocks, bumping into people, until she was at 
the bus stop. On the bus, she huddled on a seat in a 
comer with her face turned to a window so the people 
around her would not see the tears. 

By the time she reached her stop, though, the tears were 
out of her system, the blind anger had been replaced by 
the familiar bitterness. When she walked into T .inda Lee’s 
house, her voice had a hard brittleness. 

“Wait till you see the sexy dress I bought.” 

“Great,” Linda Lee cried excitedly. “Hey, we’re really 
in luck. My folks have gone out to a party so we have 
the whole pad to ourselves tonight. Look, how about me 
fixing us a highball and then we can have a look at your 
dress. Scotch and water okay with you? I’m wild about 
scotch myself. Dad's got some terriffic stuff here—over 
ten years old. Cost him twenty bucks a fifth.” 

Debbie hesitated. Her family was very old-fashioned and 
puritanical about drinking. She had never had a drink be¬ 
fore. But she would have died before admitting the f ac t 
to Linda Lee. 

“I’m a scotch fiend, myself,” she fibbed. “Just go ahead 
and fix the same for me.” 

Crazy.” Linda Lee’s eyes were bright and her pretty 
young face was flushed. Debbie realized that she must 
have already been at the liquor. 

They took their drinks into Linda’s bedroom. Debbie 
took an experimental sip of hers on the way. It tasted 
like a mixture of medicine and eyewash, but Debbie pre¬ 
tended to like it. “Say, this is really smooth," she choked, 
blinking back the tears. 

Didn t I tell you? Nothing but the best for my pop. 
He says if a guy’s gonna drink poison he oughta do it 
on good poison. My old man’s a real card—so he thinks. 
You ought to see him at a par^ when he gets smashed 
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and goes around putting on lamp shades. You know, a 

funny-hat man?** ^ * t 

Then they were m the bedroom and Linda Lee^ was 

unwrapping Debbie’s parcel, as excited as a Wd “ 

Christmas present. While Linda Ue busied herself, Deb- 
bie peeled off her school dress. 

Linda glanced up at her and gave a low whistle. ey, 
kid you reaUy are stacked, aren’t you? Those knockers of 
yours are for real—and m the time I’ve been laymg odds 
they were foam rubber.” 

Debbie blushed. But she was pleased that Linda Lee 
thought she had a good figure. She slipped mto her new 
dress. Linda Lee walked around her, giving small excla¬ 
mations of approval. . j r 

“Johnny will absolutely flip over you, Lmda Ue said. 
“Oh by the way, that’s the name of your date—Johnny 
Barton. Mine’s Bob Henderson. He’s my steady so you 
stick to Johnny and don't make any play for o , you 

dig? Am I getting through to you?” . 

There was a hint of warning m Linda Ue s voice. Deb¬ 
bie quickly assured her that she had no intention of trymg 

to cut in on her. She liked Linda. t ■ j t. j 

The evening turned out to go just about as Lmda bad 
predicted. Johnny, Debbie’s date, was in his late teens, a 
sharp dresser who talked like an insider, He was not ex¬ 
actly the kind of boy Debbie’s parents would have ap¬ 
proved of. He was too quick to head for the bar m 
Linda Ue’s house and his jokes were the screammg end, 

but slightly off-color. _ 

Nevertheless he was just what Debbie wanted a date 

who was fun, who would keep things humming 

her from remembering the painful encounter with David 

and Betty that afternoon. 

They sat around Linda Lee’s home for a while, drink¬ 
ing, listening to records, rock-’n-roU and twist, sprinUed 
with the currently popular teen-age vocals. Finally o 
and Linda grew restless. They suggested going to a small 
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night club on the edge of town that had 
rhythm-’n-blues combo, and a dance floor. 

They went in Bob Henderson’s car, a flashy convertible 
Shap set of wheeb this cat’s got, don’t you think' 

toney? Johnny commented when he and Debbie got into 
the back seat. e « 


Debbie had no time to answer—Johnny started moving 
m and before the car had pulled away from the curb he 
had his arm around her and was kissing her. 

Debbie made no move to resist. She was out for kicks 
tonight, Md Johnny seemed a likely candidate to provide 

em. His first kiss left Debbie breathless and her heart 
poundmg. Johnny Barton, she decided, her emotions whirl- 
mg kissed in a way that left no doubt of his purpose— 

and Debbie guessed there would be no awkward aftermath 
with Johnny. 

The drinks she had had added to Debbie’s reckless 
mood. Her head was spinning and her thoughts were hazy. 

She and Johnny necked all the way out to the night 
club. When they arrived they ordered cokes, since they 
were under age. But Bob Henderson had come prepared 
with a pint bottle of whbky in hb pocket and he spiked 
their cokes when the waiter’s back was turned. 

Johnny swept Debbie out to the dance floor. He was 
all that Linda had said he would be as a dancer. Debbie 
felt she was whirling on a cloud. They danced a twist 
number and Debbie threw back her head and let her body 
writhe with abandoned, sexy movements—she could see 

Johnny’s eyes on her hungrily and felt a responsive ur¬ 
gency. 

The next number was slower and brought her into 
Johnny’s arms. He held her closer than even David had 
ever done and Debbie felt herself melting against him. 
She found she liked being close, very close, to Johnny so 
that they moved almost like one. She was aroused and 
knew it—David’s face kept appearing in her mind in 
flashes and every time it did, she pushed it away by press- 
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ing so close to Johnny that she could feel every line of 
his body. 

“Honey, you’re the greatest,” Johnny whispered. 

Debbie looked up at him. Her eyes felt a little out of 
focus, but she had no trouble appreciating Johnny’s hand¬ 
someness, the knowing expectancy in his eyes. If his fea¬ 
tures were a little blurred, that was all right, too. She 
might not want to remember him too well in the morning 
—a lot depended on how things went tonight. 

“You’re pretty good yourself,” Debbie replied. 

They danced then without speaking, letting the rhythm 
of the music soak into their bodies, move them in in¬ 
creasingly intimate unison. The beat of the rhythm-’n- 
blues combo was heavy—Debbie felt it entering her blood 
and grew aware of Johnny becoming physically aroused. 

His desire stirred hers. 

Her sensations grew more and more hazy. They sat 
down again and gulped more spiked cokes. Presently 
everything seemed to run together. Later she could not 
remember clearly when they left the club or how far they 
drove. The next thing she knew they were parked and 
she was in a frantic clinch with Johnny. His mouth was 
locked to hers and his hands were all over her. 

She was dimly aware of a torried necking session be¬ 
tween Linda Lee and Bob in the front seat. In the dark¬ 
ness it was hard to see exactly what they were doing, 
but she could hear Linda’s soft laughter and Bob’s plead¬ 
ing. Once Linda sat up and Debbie could see that Linda’s 
shoulders and back were naked. Then Bob and Linda 
sank behind the seat back, out of sight. They stopped 
talking and all Debbie could hear was Bob's hard breath¬ 
ing and Linda's soft moans. 

It was the first time in her life that Debbie had ever 
double-dated with a couple who went all the way within 
a few feet from her. While she could not actually see 
Bob and Linda, their sounds and exclamations left no 
doubt in her mind as to what was happening. 
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She felt a curious mixture of disgust and a pulse- 
pounding excitement. Johnny was making every effort to 
rouse her and was more than succeeding. Debbie put up 
a token resistance, but her muscles were rapidly turning 
to water. Johnny pulled down the zipper of her dress and 
his hands were expertly intimate on her bare flesh. 

A refrain kept going around in her mind, Vve been 
had by seven boys—shall we try for eight? It struck her 
as funny somehow. Maybe she should start keeping score. 
That's one thing a girl should never forget—how many 
men there've been in her life ,.. 

Johnny had her dress pulled all the way up. She made 
no resistance now, but simply relaxed against the seat 
cushions as waves of desire mounted in her higher and 
higher. At last she was writhing, her body on Are with a 
fever she bad never known. Johnny was diSerent from 
Norman Sanders—from any of the boys in the shed. 
Johnny's hands were practiced, sure—^he seemed to know 
exactly what to do with her with every gesture. 

Her experience with Norman had been exciting simply 
because of the curiosity it satisfied—^probably as much for 
Norman as for her. But she had never known the passion 
she knew with Johnny. He knew how to arouse a girl, to 
excite her, and then give her just what she wanted. Deb¬ 
bie's fingernails dug into his back and she gasped with 
pleasure. 

She gave Johnny what he wanted and he gave her what 
she wanted that night. 

Much later when she and Linda Lee were in bed at 
Unda’s house, Linda whispered sleepUy, “You’re okay, 
Debbie. I mean, you’re really hep. You know, I wasn’t 
sure. I was afraid you might turn out to be a square or 
an ice cube. Johnny’s a swell date and he gets a good 
allowance from his old man so he’s got plenty of toot to 
throw around on a girl. The only thing, he likes to have 
fun and he can get pretty mad if he winds up on a dry 
run. But you know the score.” 
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Debbie shrugged. Now that it was over, she found she 
did not want to think about the evening. She just wanted 
to go to sleep. Her whole body ached with fatigue from 
both dancing and violent lovemaking. Vaguely she heard 
T.inHa Lee talking about getting Debbie into her “club”, 
some sort of crowd that really went in for kicks, a non- 
virgtn club. 

The idea sounded to Debbie new and exciting, but she 
was too sleepy to listen to the details. She yawned and 
agreed to anything Linda J-ee suggested and then dropped 
into sleep. 
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DEBBIE got the first of the phone calls the following 
evening. 

She had finished supper with her family and was in her 
room trying to concentrate on an English theme. She was 
having trouble keeping her mind on homework, though. 
Her thoughts insisted on straying to the events of last 
night. 

Whenever she thought about what had happened, al¬ 
ternate waves of embarrassment and tingles of excitement 
coursed through her. That Johnny—what a lover he’d 
turned out to be, A dozen times today, in her fantasies, 
she had gone over their session in the back seat of the 
car. Oddly, a part of her despised Johnny now. If he ever 
phoned her up for another date, she probably would turn 
him down—but she wouldn’t take a miUion dollars for 
the date she had had with him last night. 

Inevitably the thought of another date with Johnny 
brought her mind back to David, She was learning a lot 
about love and sex in a short whde^—and one of the things 
she had discovered was that you could go all the way with 
a boy once and never want him to touch you again. With 
David, she thought, it would have been diSerent. The way 
she had once felt about David, she would have been will¬ 
ing to give herself to him forever. 

She frowned and pushed thoughts of David out of her 
mind. Thinking about him only made her depressed and 
she wanted to harden herself against all hurt. She wanted 
not to care about anything or anyone—except Debbie 
Lawrence. 


54 
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She heard the phone ring. She was expecting to hear 
from Linda Lee and called to her mother, “I’ll get it” 

She hurried into the hall and picked up the phone. 

"Hello,” she said cheerfully. A talk with Linda was 
just what she needed to take her thoughts from David. 

But the voice on the other end of the line was not 
Linda’s. It was heavy, masculine. 

It asked softly, “Is this Debbie Lawrence?” 

“Yes,” Debbie replied, puzzled. She failed to recognize 
the voice. It did not sound like any of her father s friends, 
and it was older than that of any of the boys she knew 
in school. In fact, it seemed like a very old man’s voice. 

She heard a soft chuckle. “I’m a neighbor of yours, 
Debbie.” 

“Oh? Did you want to talk to Mom or Dad?” 

“No—dear. I wanted to talk to you. You see, I re^ 
ognized you. You’re the girl who was raped by the six 
boys in the city a few weeks ago, aren’t you?” 

Debbie was momentarily too stunned to make a sound. 

Again there was the soft, insinuating chuckle. “You 
see—I keep up with things like that. I read all about it 
in the papers. I remembered your name and description 
and the picture the reporters took when you were being 
brought in by the ambulance that night. Soon as I heard 
about the new family moving into the neighborhood and 
heard the name, I knew who you were. Then I saw you 
coming home from school several afternoons and—” 

Debbie stood frozen to the phone. Sickness squirmed 
inside her. She was imable to speak. She did not know 
what to do. 

The man’s voice grew even softer, almost mushy. “What 
was it like, Debbie? Tell me all about it. Tell me what it 
was like to have six boys in a row—the first time? I bet 
you kind of enjoyed it, didn’t you? I mean, after you saw 
there wasn’t anything you could do about it, you sort of 
relaxed and enjoyed it. Did they take all your clothes oflE, 
Debbie? Did they take everything off?” 
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The voice droned on—the words became filthy *.. 
four-letter, nasty words that made Debbie’s stomach turn 
over. 

She slammed the phone down, leaned against it, as if her 
weight could shut it up forever. She was tremblmg from 
head to foot. It had taken no more than a week for her 
reputation to follow her out here. 

Her mother poked her head from the kitchen out to the 
hallway. “Who was it, Debbie?” Ada Lawrence frowned, 
“Debbie—^what on earth’s wrong? You’re as pale as a 
ghost.” 

Debbie drew a shaky breath and turned away. “It was 
nothing. Mom,” she mumbled, “lust a wrong number,” 

“But you look so strange,” 

“I tell you it was nothing. Please stop bug^g me 
about it, will you?” 

Her mother shrugged and went back into the kitchen, 
Debbie stood in the haU a mometit longer, her sickness 
growing. She ran into the bathroom and upchucked her 
supper- 

She washed her face with a cold cloth, went back into 
her room and pretended to continue with her homework, 
but the words on the paper ran together without meaning 
and it was impossible for her to concentrate. 

Moments ticked by. When the phone rang again, Deb¬ 
bie jerked like a puppet on a string. 

She ran out into the hall. “Fll get it,” she cried. Lord, 
she didn’t want her mother hearing any of that filth. She 
didn’t want her mother going around weepy-eyed, and her 
father grim-faced, and all that family row starting over 
again. Her parents had spent aU that money and gone 
to all kinds of trouble to move out here. They thought 
they had gotten away from the shame their daughter had 
brought to the family. Debbie didn’t want them to feel 
they’d lost out again just because of some dirty-minded 
cdd man whom they had the bad luck to have for a neigh¬ 
bor- 
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She ran to the hallway and grabbed up the phone. This 
time she said nothing, merely listened, prepared to slara 
down the receiver again. 

At last she heard Linda Lee’s cheerful voice. “Hey, 
anybody on that end? Or have I got the city morgue by 
mistake?’’ 

Debbie went limp with relief. “Oh, hi. I wasn’t sure 
who it was.” 

“So who were you expecting? Dracula or somebody?” 

“Almost,” Debbie said grimly. 

“Well, sorry to disappoint you, but it’s me, ol’ sexbomb 
in person.” 

“Idiot!” Debbie laughed. She was feeling better by the 
minute. Linda Lee might be a Uttle tramp by Debbie’s 
mother’s standards, but she was good medicine for Debbie. 

“Dig this,” Linda Lee’s voice dropped to a confidential 
tone, almost a whisper. “Remember what I told you about 
the club I belong to? Sort of a sorority I guess you’d 
call it.” 

Debbie nodded. “I remember,” 

Linda Lee giggled. “I wasn’t sure if you did—^you were 
pretty swacked last night. If you’d been any hi^er, they 
could have shot you around the moon instead of a rocket.” 

Debbie whispered into the phone, “Quiet—your folks 
might be listening. Then they’d tell my folks and I’d real¬ 
ly be in trouble. I told you how square my family is.” 

“Pooh, my folks don’t give a hang. In fact, Pop’s in the 
bedroom passed out on martinis ri^t now and Mom’s out 
on the patio maybe making out with a neighbor. Boy, is 
he good-looking—only, if his wife catches him—” 

“Okay, okay—” Debbie said. She was shocked. She 
still had not had time to get used to the way Linda spoke 
of her parents and some of her neighbors—as if none of 
them had any morals at all. They held constant cocktail 
parties and making out with each -other’s wives and hus¬ 
bands seemed to be the neighborhood tradition. 

“Stop interrupting,” Linda Lee said impatiently. “Lis- 
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ten, I was talking to some of the other kids in the club 
about you today. It isn’t reaUy a club, exactly—I mean 
you don’t pay dues or anything. It’s just a bunch of us 
from the nei^borhood who pal around together for more 
kicks than some of those squares in school I gave you a 
big buildup and they’re all for taking you into the crowd. 
Think you’d be interested?” 

Debbie hesitated. “1 don’t know. What do I have to do?” 

“Just live it up—like you did last night. You don’t have 
to do an3Fthijig—just have the same ideas of fun as the 
rest of us. Fm not kidding you. This school we’re going 
to can be strictly squaresville if you don’t get in with the 
right bunch. And if Johnny talks about last night, 
where’re you going to be? You better let me get you m 
with my crowd.” 

A coldness touched Debbie. Was Linda threatening 
her? Then she decided no—she had left herself open to 
that crack about Johnny. 

“Okay,” Debbie said. “If jFs for kicks I’m for it.” 

“I thought so. I found out last night that you’re plenty 
hep, or I wouldn’t even have told you about the club. 
Here’s the scoop—we’re having a meeting next week on 
Wednesday over at one of the kid’s pads. Their folks 
will be gone for the evening so we can have the place 
for ourselves. I’ll explain the rest when I see you in school 
Okay?” 

“Okay,” Debbie replied. She began to feel a tingle of 
anticipation. 

When she went back to her English theme, she felt 
better just for having talked to Linda Lee. She had a 
friend—she was going to belong. Whatever they did at 
Linda’s club, it could be no worse than what had already 
happened to her. And the prospect of joining a crowd 
deadened the chib of that nasty phone call she had got¬ 
ten earlier in the evening—and helped to kill the worry 
about whether or not there would be more such calls. 
There was strength in having friends. 
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The next day at school Debbie tried to get more in¬ 
formation out of Linda Lee about exactly what was going 
to take place at the next club meeting, but Linda Lee was 
suddenly mysterious. 

“I know I promised to tell you, but I’m not allowed. 
That’s because you’re not yet a member. But I promise 
you this. You won’t be forced to do anything you don’t 
want to do. Once you get there and see how things are 
going if you want to back out, it’ll be okay. You can 
leave any time you want to and nobody wiU say a thing. 
But you’d better not say anything, either. Johnny’s a 
member.” 

Debbie said, “You know I wouldn’t teU a soul.” But 
again she felt a little trapped, just a little. 

“Yeah.” Linda smiled “I know you wouldn’t snitch on 
us or I wouldn’t have invited you. Look, we’ll do it this 
way—Bob and I will pick you up at eight o’clock and 
take you over to the blast.” 

Debbie’s sense of entrapment vanished before a grow¬ 
ing excitement and anticipation. 


On Wednesday night Debbie made up a story to ex¬ 
plain to her parents why she would be gone. She told 
them she was going to try out for the school drama club 
and that Linda and Bob, who were members, were going 
to pick her up after dinner. If the tryouts lasted until 
late, she could get a ride to Linda’s house and stay over¬ 
night. 

She smiled inwardly as she told the lie—one glimpse 
of Bob’s expensive set of wheels and her parents would 
feel their daughter was completely safe with Linda and 
Bob. 

Linda Lee and Bob picked her up right on the dot of 
eight. 

The moment Debbie slid into the car she could smell 
liquor. And from Linda Lee’s bouncing, giggling manner. 
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it was obvious that she was already pretty well stoned* 
Bob had bad a few drinks but still seemed to have his 
driving under control* 

Linda Lee offered Debbie a cigarette* Smoking, like 
drinking was a new experience for Debbie but she was 
not turning down anything these days. 

“Pm still dying to know what’s going to happen/’ Deb¬ 
bie asked* “Won’t you even give me a hint?” 

Linda Lee and Bob both laughed. Linda Lee prom¬ 
ised, “It won’t be dull, Debbie*” 

Bob finally pulled up before an attractive ranch-style 
home. Several other cars and hot rods were parked in 
front of the house* 

Debbie began to feel a little nervous* She had heard 
about initiations into secret clubs and societies and knew 
that sometimes they could be rough* 

She remembered Linda Lee’s promise that she could 
back out any time she wanted to* Before they went into 
the house she asked Linda Lee again, “You’re sure I can 
leave if things get too rough?” 

Linda Lee seemed hurt. “Honey, you know I wouldn’t 
get you into something that would be as bad as all that. 
Honest, I think you’re really going to get your kicks out 
of this. But if not, you can cut out any time. Okay?” 

“Okay,” Debbie said uncertainly. 

When she entered the house Debbie recognized most 
of the kids already there* She had seen them around 
school, although she did not know all their names. Linda 
Lee took her around, introduced her* 

As at Linda Lee’s house the other night, the kids had 
gotten into the liquor cabinet and some of them were al¬ 
ready high. The stereo was blasting out the latest twist 
records* Some couples were dancing, others were doing 
some heavy necking. 

Johnny, Debbie’s date from the other evening, asked 
Debbie to dance. She enjoyed the dance but the magic 
of the other night was gone. When he asked her for an- 
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other date she turned him down. He looked mad—^ 
pride seemed hurt. From then on he treated her cooUy. 
But there were plenty of other boys who were just as 
good dancers and who were eager to take up where she had 
kft off with Johnny. 

Debbie had the feeling that she was bemg evaluated 
in a way she never had been before. She was used to 
boys eyeing her figure and girls sizing her up as possible 
competition, but these kids' attitude was something new 
to her. She noticed whispered conferences between several 
of the couples who glanced her way. They made her feel 
self-conscious; she was not used to being appraised by 
boys and girls in mutual conference. She decided to pay no 
attention to anything except having fun. 

Someone offered her a drink and she took it. Then 
another. She felt better. 

By ten-thirty the party was really rolling. Linda Lee 
went over and shut off the stereo. 

She called out, “Okay, you cats. Let’s bring the meet¬ 
ing to order.” . . . 

The kids quieted noisily into postures of anticipation. 

Debbie’s heart began thudding. The big moment of the 
evening seemed to be at hand and she still had no idea 
of what would be expected of her. Everyone else seemed 
to know. Most eyes were fastened on her. 

Linda Lee said, “First of aU, let’s start the evening 
with the usual jazz. Is there a virgin in the crowd? If 
there is, stand up and blast off.” 

There was laughter—a couple of boys whooped. No¬ 
body stood up. 

Linda Lee said, “As you know, we’ve got a new candi¬ 
date for membership toni^t. A teal swinging chick. Ill 
vouch for her myself. All you guys have danced with 
Debbie, so you know she’s hep on a dance floor, I know 
personally she’s no cube or I wouldn’t have brought her 
here. Of course she still has to prove she’s one of us.” 

Again the air grew charged with anticipation. There 



62 


fflGH SCHOOL JUNGLE 

was a ripple of giggles from the girls and hard stares 
from the tx>ys that made Debbie blush. 

*‘Now”—Linda Lee was looking straight across the 
room at Debbie—“here’s the deal. To belong to the club, 
Debbie, you have to prove that you’re one of us, you’ll 
have to do what everyone else here has done—^show the 
whole gang you’re not a virgin- The only way you can do 
that is to go into the bedroom with one of the boys and 
let him make out with you. Dig?” 

Now all the eyes were intently on Debbie. The girls 
were watching her closely for any sign of backing out, 
while the boys were looking at her with avid speculation. 

Debbie felt a shock run down her spine. It was one 
thing to let a boy get you worked up in the seclusion of 
a back seat of a car and do what you felt like with him 
in private. But to go cold-bloodedly through with some^ 
thing like this, with everybody knowing.., 

For an instant she almost turned chicken. Then she 
decided, / don't give a damn ... She could not afford to 
turn down any friends after the way she had been greeted 
by David and other “nice” boys and even her parents since 
that night in the shed—and particularly since the ni^t of 
the filthy phone call. 

She lifted her chin defiantly* “I’ll prove to any guy 
around here that I’m no virgin if that’s what it takes,” 
she said in a firm voice. 

There was a flurry of munnured approval. 

“Okay,” Linda Lee said “Let’s get the bat and have 
the big drawing.” 

There was a general flurry among the boys. No one 
could produce a hat, but someone located a small deep 
vase which would serve the purpose. 

Debbie sat, watching the proceedings tensely. Now it 
was her turn to study each boy as he wrote his name 
on a slip of paper, dropped it in the vase. It gave her a 
strange feeling to wonder which of them would initiate 
her into the club—she found herself weighing their physi- 
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cal qualities almost as they had been assessing her since 
the ^ginning of the evening. 

Linda Lee shook the vase vigorously. As she did so 
there was a smattering of wisecracks and a few suggestive 
remarks from the boys. 

“Shake it up good, Linda Lee. Something tells me this 
is my lucky night.” 

“Boy, I’m keeping my fingers crossed this time.” 

“Yeah, I could really dig Debbie—” 

“She’s a swinging chick—” 

“If she swings in bed like she does on the dance floor, 
oh man!” 

Some of the boys started whooping again. Linda Lee 
made herself heard over the noise. 

“Play it cool, will you? You want the neighbors down 

on our necks?” 

There was a fresh flurry of defiant wisecracks, but the 
boys settled down. One of the girls came up from the 
crowd, stuck her hand into a vase, and pulled out a slip 
of paper. 

Debbie felt a knot ti^tening in her stomach and her 
hands clenched. 

A hush settled over the room while the girl slowly un¬ 
folded the paper. 

She read, “The lucky guy is—” 

She deliberately held them in suspense while the boys 
began clamoring. 

At last she read the name, “Chuck Powell.” 

There were muttered growls of disappointment and 
jealousy among the other boys and an exclamation of de¬ 
light from the winner, 

Debbie wracked her brain trying to remember which 
one of the boys in the room was Chuck Powell, but for 
the moment she drew a blank. Anxiously, her eyes 
searched one face after another. She was so tense she 
could not remember any of their names for the moment. 

Chuck Powell stood up. Debbie looked him over, a hot 
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sensation flowing through her. This is the boy I’m going 
to bed with in a few minutes ... 

Chick was not bad looking, she saw with relief. He 
was slightly under six feet tall and built like a football 
lineman. He wore his blond hair in a ducktail and was 
dressed in brown slacks, a dark green sport shirt open at 
the collar and a sharp sport jacket. 

He threaded his way through the crowd to Debbie and 
grinned down at her. “Well, chick, it looks like it’s you 
and me. Ready for the big deal? You can still chicken 
out." 

Debbie looked him squarely in the eye. 

“If anybody chickens out, it won’t be me," she said with 
a toss of her ponytail. 

Again a murmur of approval came from the other kids 
and Debbie could sense that she was getting in solid with 
them fast. 

Chuck reached down and took her hand. “Okay, let’s 
go” 

Debbie felt embarrassed again as Chuck led her out of 
the room and down a long hallway. It was a heck of a 
thing to go into a bedroom with a boy she had just met 
when a bunch of kids all around knew exactly what was 
going to happen. But she gritted her teeth and made up 
her mind that she would not back out. 

Chuck evidently knew his way about the house. He led 
her past several doors before he pushed one open and 
they were in a sumptuously furnished bedroom with a 
wide double bed. 

Debbie had had a few drinks, but their effect seemed 
to have vanished under the tension and excitement she 
had felt during the drawing. After Chuck had closed the 
door, she turned to him a little self-consciously. 

“I’d—I’d like to have another drink, before—well, you 
know before we—" 

Chuck shrugged. “Why didn’t you say so before? But 



HIGH SCHOOL JUNGLE 65 

okay, so Ill go get you a drink. You were drmking scotch 
weren’t you?” 

Debbie nodded, swallowing hard. 

In a moment he was back with a drink for her, one 
for himself. Ice sparkled through the amber liquid—he had 
used no mixer. Debbie was grateful for that—^she wanted 
a strong drink. She took the glass from Chuck with fin¬ 
gers that trembled and gulped at the scotch. It burned aU 
the way down and she made a face and shuddered. But 
she felt its numbing warmth spread through her body and 
reach her mind, giving her the courage and the lack of 
inhibitions she needed to go through with what was about 
to happen. 

Chuck evidently had been through this sort of thing 
before. He was neither self-conscious nor embarrassed as 
he looked her over with a growing heat in his smoky eyes, 
a slow smile spreading across his arrogant young face. 
Debbie was wearing the new wine-colored jersey that 
bugged her figure and Chuck did not miss a curve. 

“You know, chick, you’re really stacked. Is that all for 
real or is it padding?” 

Debbie met his gaze with a cool, defiant look. ‘TThere’s 
only one way I know to find out. Are you man enough 
to do it?” 

Chuck’s eyes narrowed a bit. “Maybe we’ll both find 
out a few things.” 

“Who knows? We might.” 

Debbie was putting up a hard, cool front, but inwardly 
she felt not nearly so brave. The last drink, though, was 
doing a good job of stilling her nervousness and giving 
her a sensation of abandon. 

Chuck put down his drink and took her roughly in 
his arms. He kissed demmdingjy, without hesitation or 
tenderness. 

Debbie had never been made love to in Chuck’s almost 
brutal fashion. Even Johnny, abrupt as he had been, had 
been gentler than Chuck. For an awful instant, Chuck al- 
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most reminded her of those boys in the shed—then she 
found herself responding nearly as violently. Her body 
shook as she clawed at Chuck, half-remembering the 
fractional moments during that night of horror when her 
body had responded against her will to utter violation ,.. 

They stood in the middle of the room in a tight em¬ 
brace. Debbie’s fingers clawed at Chuck’s shoulders and 
neck—at the back of his head. She bit at his mouth— 
suddenly wanting to hurt as she herself had been hurt.,, 
was she at last finding the answer to that night? 

The question fled through her mind, leaving no answer* 
Her violence seemed to have no effect on Chuck except to 
incite him to further roughness. His big hands punished 
her briefly—then he stepped back. 

“Okay,*’ he said flatly, “are you going to take it off or 
do I have to take it off for you?” 

Debbie’s eyes were closed. She was remembering being 
stripped by those boys in the shed. She remembered Nor¬ 
man’s awkward fumbling with her clothes, Johnny's sure 
touch—but she had never undressed herself for a boy 
before. 

Maybe this is something / should have done a long 
time ago, she thought almost savagely. 

She reached behind her and puUed down the long zip¬ 
per that ran down the back of her dress. She slid out of 
the dress and, one by one, divested herself of her intimate 
garments until she stood before Chuck completely nude. 

She drew in a deep breath, conscious of the lifting of 
her firm breasts, and raised her chin, feeling a sudden 
hot wave of desire at exhibiting herself in tiiis way. 
Chuck’s avid gaze drank in the sight of her. 

“Wow,” Chuck whispered in approval “Man, I always 
did dig brunettes. That black hair against that white skin 
makes a guy flip!*’ 

He stripped and, with the hunger of a healthy young 
animal, grabed her and threw her on the bed. Again their 
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mouths locked and now their bodies sought and found 
each other... 

They were in the bedroom for nearly an hour. They 
dressed and Debbie repaired her makeup, and she and 
Chuck went back into the living room where the rest of 
the party was going on. 

>^en they walked in, they were greeted by loud ap¬ 
plause and a flurry of wilrecracks. But now Debbie felt a 
part of the crowd rather than an outsider. 

“Welcome to the club, Debbie.* One of the girls, a 
slender young thing ncitatnore than fifteen, smil ed in a 
friendly fashion. q 

“How was she. Chuck?’* one of the boys demanded, 
g rinni ng. 

“None of your business,” Chuck growled. 

Debbie was surprised and pleased at Chuck’s suddenly 
protective attitude. He could have embarrassed her ter¬ 
ribly before the others, but he quickly squelched any sug¬ 
gestive remarks from the other boys. Debbie gave him a 
look of gratitude for that. She found herself liking Chuck 
Powell more and more—^perhaps he really would prove 
the answer to that nightmare in the shed... 

But the important thing now was that she was “in.” 
The girls all clustered around her, acting friendly, and the 
boys all wanted to dance with her again. But Chuck had 
taken a proprietory attitude toward her. 

“We’re not cutting,” he growled when the other boys 
tried to cut in on them. 

Chuck’s actions gave Debbie a thrill she had not known 
since she had gone steady with David. Chuck was the only 
boy who had wanted her all to himself since the night 
she had been ravished. 

Later, when they were dancing, Chuck whispered, 
“This party’s getting to be a drag. Why don’t we cut out. 
I’m taking you home, you understand?” 

Debbie nodded. “You’d better,” she whispered in a 
low, thick voice, “I haven’t had enough yet—^have you?” 
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He grinned. “I was thinking the same thing. Look, I’ve 
got a little bread left over from this week’s allowance, 
enough to get us a motel room for an hour or so at a place 
I know. How about it?” 

Debbie felt her pulse quicken. She pressed against 
Chuck and bit his ear lightly. 

The idea of going to a motel was adult and exciting. 
Somehow it sounded much more thrilling than the back 
seat of a car. 

Chuck had aroused her as no other boy she had ever 
known. In some vague way he had made her feel better 
about that night when she had been raped—perhaps sim¬ 
ply by making her realize that sex could be violent, even 
rough and brutal, and still be satisfying . . . 

Perhaps more than satisfying—it could be a hunger that 
fed on itself... 

Suddenly she wanted Chuck again—^wanted the reas¬ 
surance she had found in his lovemaking. 

She clenched his hand impatiently. “Let’s go—” 

Much later, as they lay in each other’s arms in the 
motel room, spent and exhausted. Chuck murmured 
drowsily, “From now on you’re my girl, Debbie, you 
understand? We’re going steady. I don’t want you dating 
any other guys. I don’t want you even looking at another 
guy.” 

Debbie’s arms tightened around Chuck’s back. “Yes, 
honey,” she whispered. “That’s the way I want it—” 
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THE next contact Debbie had from the anonymous neigh¬ 
bor who had recognized her from newspaper stories was 
not a telq)hone caU. This time it was a large manila enve¬ 
lope. 

It was waiUng for her one afternoon when she came 
home from school. 

*‘There’s something for you on the hail table,” her 
mother called from the kitchen. 

Debbie picked up the envelope, looking at it curiously* 
Her name and address were printed on it crudely. There 
was no return address^ She weighed it in her hand for a 
moment, speculating on its contents with a pii^ed frown, 
trying to remember if she had ordered any magazines or 
other bul k y material through the mail. Then she noticed 
that the envelope bore a local postmark* 

She tore it open. Inside she found a typewritten note 
and some photographs. The note said: 

Debbie, honey, I know you’ll get a thrill out of these. 
Tm the man who phoned you the other night* I watch 
you come home from school every afternoon • • • 

The note continued in the same tjrpe of disgusting four- 
letter language she had heard over the telephone. Debbie s 
fingers trembled and the photographs spilled from the 
envelope. Her shocked eyes saw lewd pictures of men and 
women in intimate and suggestive poses. 

69 
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“Did you find the envelope?” her mother called from 
the kitchen. 

“Yes,” Debbie answered quickly, frantically stufiSag the 
photographs and note back out of sight. 

“What was it, a magazine or something?” 

“Oh—just some advertising—” Debbie stammered. "I 
—Pm going to do some studying this afternoon. 1 have a 
date tonight—” 

She fled to her room, closed the door. She felt nause¬ 
ated again, as she had after that earlier phone call. Why 
wouldn’t people leave her alone? The man who was 
phoning her and sending her this junk was an adult. How 
long ago was it since she had respected adults, thought 
of them as mature people who had learned to be respon¬ 
sible and wise? Lately she had learned that adults were 
often worse than kids. Grownups were creeps with dir^ 
minds. They were cruel, selfish, vicious. 

How about the reporters who had written the newspa¬ 
per stories about her, playing up all the sensational angles 
for filthy old lechers such as her anonymous neighbor to 
enjoy. How about the way her own parents had acted. 
And this neighborhood crank—he was probably respected 
individual in the community, maybe a bank president or 
something. 

Was she going to have to go through the rest of her life 
being reminded by teachers, neighbors, her own parents, 
that she was different? That one night when six boys had 
forced her to endure a revolting experience had turned 
her into a target for dirty phone calls and letters, some¬ 
thing no decent boy would ever want to associate with? 

Thank God for Chuck, she thought. He had asked no 
questions—had wanted nothing from her except that she 
belong to him ... 

Debbie sat on her bed and took the pictures out again. 
Now that the first shock seeing them had passed curiosity 
compelled her to look at them again. She was half re¬ 
volted, yet partly stimulated by the salacious poses—she 
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had heard about pictures like these but untfl now had 
never actually seen any. 

FinaUy, her face burning, ashamed of herself, she tore 
the photos into small bits and stuffed them into her purse 
to disposed of somewhere away from home. 

For the next two hours she did her best to keep her 
mind on homework. 

Shortly before six the phone rang. Debbie ran for the 
instrument in panic—but the caller turned out to be 
Chuck, reminding her of their date for the evening. 

“I don’t know what well do for sure. We’ll be double- 
dating with Linda Lee and Bob. I’m without wheels 
again.” 

Four days had elapsed since the initiation ni^t—the 
first night Debbie had belonged to Chuck. They had seen 
each other in classes in school, had exchanged notes, held 
hands in the hall, and sneaked a few kisses in the gym. 
Debbie had found it hard to keep her mind on her school 
work for thinking about Chuck and about being with him 
again. Something new had been building up in her—^pure, 
unadulterated sexual hunger. She needed Chuck again. 
Her body was crying out with newly awakened desire. 

In a few short weeks, life had changed her into a wom¬ 
an. The experience was confusing, one she had not had 
time to learn to cope with. She felt herself acting and re¬ 
acting blindly, swept along by events, her only certainty 
the little knot of anger inside her that struck out at the 
society she no longer trusted. 

Her feeling of rebellion grew when at supper that night 
her mother gave her the third degree about the boy she 
was dating tonight. 

“His name is Chuck Powell,” Debbie said trying to hide 
a slow bum. 

“Do you know anything about his folks, dear?” 

Yeah, they’re a bunch of bank robbers. His sister is a 
prostitute and his brother holds up filling stations for 
kicks .,. 
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Out loud, she said, “I met him through Linda Lee. His 
father works at a bank in town. They have a nice home.” 

Her mother seemed relieved and left her alone through 
the rest of the meal. But afterward she got Debbie off 
into her room away from Ritchie and her father for an¬ 
other woman-to-woman talk. 

She took Debbie’s hand. *T know things have been 
hard on you, honey—on all of us, for that matter—^but 
we’re aU trying to help. We’re living in an entirely new 
neighborhood. You’re meeting a lot of nice new friends. 
None of them know about what happened—” 

“That I got raped?" Debbie's eyes were hard. 

Ada Lawrence flushed. “I wish you wouldn’t put it like 
that.” 

“Sorry, Mom,” Debbie said. "Just how do you discuss 
being raped in—^in these nice new dip?” 

“Sweetheart, I’m only thinking of your own good. Ever 
since that—weU, that accident—it’s been so hard for us 
to talk. You won’t try to understand what a strain it’s 
been on your father and me—^how it has afliected Ritchie. 
You seem to be going around with a chip on your shoul¬ 
der and your father and I are worried. You’ve started 
running wild. You stay out till all hours—don’t you 
know how important it is for a girl to have a good repu¬ 
tation?” 

Anger flared in Debbie, but she was also curiously 
touched. Her parents had more reason to worry than 
either of them realized—no one really knew what was 
going on except Debbie, and she was not too sure. She 
felt a mixture of compassion and outrage, love and hate 
toward her mother and tried not to listen. She thought 
wearily, Why do we have to go through ail this jazz? 
You’d think I was a freshman going out on her first date. 
I'm a big girl now—I know the score, and I’m going to 
do what I damn well please, anyway . .. 

Ada Lawrence’s hands fluttered and she sighed. 
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“Honestly, we just don’t know how to cope with yon any 
more, Debbie.” 

Tears stung Debbie’s eyes. Deep in a small, fri^tened, 
lonely part of her heart, she thought, / could tell you 
how to cope with me. Just let me be and don’t ask any 
questions. You could tell me that in spite of what those 
six boys did, you love me just the same, that you don’t 
give a hang what people say ... 

She jumped up and ran into her room. She wiped the 
angry tears from her eyes, showered and dressed quickly 
and was ready when Chuck came for her. 

“All set, chick?” he asked breezily. “Hey, you look 
real cool in that dress!” 

On the way down the walk, she slipped her arm into 
his and gave it a squeeze. She needed to be close to some¬ 
body tonight, to be held and kissed—and loved as she 
was, no questions asked. 

Again they were riding with Linda Lee and Bob. Deb¬ 
bie wished Chuck could for once get his folks’ car so 
they’d have a little privacy, or that be had a hot rod of 
his own, like so many boys. It made her a little mad that 
she and Chuck always had to depend on Linda and Bob 
for transportation. 

She felt a little sulky when Chuck put his arm around 
her and Bob took off with a squeal of tires. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked Chuck in a low voice. 
“Don’t you ever rate a set of wheels of your own?” 

Chuck shrugged. “My old man’s tight with the family 
car. He had to go to some kind of meeting in town.” 

Linda Lee and Bob were fighting in the front seat 
Debbie failed to get the exact gist of their argument, but 
they were at each other’s throats from the start of the 
evening. All they did was drive around and squabble. 
T tnHa Lec was calling Bob some choice four-letter words. 
Finally Debbie gathered that Bob had dated another girl 
on the sly and Linda Lee had found out about it. 
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FinaDy Bob got fed up. “The heU with it,” he said. “Why 
don’t I just dump everybody home?” 

Debbie was disappointed and angry. She had been look¬ 
ing forward to this date with Chuck for days. Chuck was 
in no mood to go home either. 

“We’re supposed to be in football training, remember?” 
Bob reminded him sullenly, “Coach said we should be in 
bed by nine-thirty.” 

“Get who’s talking!” Chuck snorted derisively. “There 
isn’t a tr ainin g rule you haven’t broken, friend. But if 
you’re going to be a cube and louse up the evening, just 
let Debbie and me off here in town. Well find something 
to do and get home okay.” 

Bob pulled over to the curb. Debbie and Chuck got out. 
Bob and Linda Lee drove off, still squabbling. 

Debbie and Chuck walked along the sidewalk slowly. 
They passed lighted show windows and theater marquees. 
Neither had going to the movies in mind. 

“It sure is a drag, not having a car,” Debbie com¬ 
plained. 

“Look, get off my back about the car, will you?” Chuck 
swore. “You chicks are all alike. All you can think about 
is whether a guy’s got a fancy set of wheels or not. The 
only reason Linda keps running around with Bob and 
puts up with his two-timing is on account of that con¬ 
vertible of his.” 

“Oh, skip it,” Debbie sighed. “Walking’s supposed to 
be good for the figure anyway.” 

Chuck looked her over and ginned. “You don’t need 
it, honey.” 

They walked on. Chuck stayed close to the curb and 
kept glancing into the parked cars. Suddenly he stopped, 
grabbed Debbie by the arm and yanked open a car door. 

“Get in.” He dioved Debbie into the car, slammed the 
door and ran around to the driver’s side. As Debbie 
stared, wide-eyed, he turned the key in the ignition and 
grinned at her, “We’ve just latched on to a set of wheels.” 
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It took Debbie a moment to realize that Chuck had 
been looking for a car whose owner had left the keys in 
the ignition- By the time the realization that they were 
stealing a car struck her, Chuck was pulling away from 
the curb, fast. They swept into trafiSc, weaving in and 
out. Chuck took a comer on squealing wheels. 

Debbie’s heart was pounding. “Boy, could we get into 
a jam, swiping a car.” 

Chuck gave her a scathing glance. “You chickening 
out? Besides, who swiped a car? We’re just borrowing this 
heap for a ride, not for keeps. They wouldn’t do anything 
but bawl us out if we got caught" 

I>ebbie leaned back against the cushions. “Okay,” she 
agreed. The car was a late model, with a luxurious in¬ 
terior and power to spare. She caught the insignia on the 
dash panel. 

“Golly, it’s a Lincoln Continental, isn’t it?” she said 
with a tinge of awe. She had never been in such an 
expensive car. Chuck tooled it expertly through darkening 
streets, as if he had handled cars like this all his life. 

“Yeah,” Chuck nodded. “It’s a funny thing. The guys 
who own Fords and Volkswagens always lock their cars 
up. It’s the guys who drive Lincolns and Cadillacs who 
walk off leaving them unlocked with the keys in. So what 
if they get swiped and banged up? They’ll just go out and 
get a new one the next day.” 

Chuck drove out of town. They stopped at a drive-in 
for malts. After they finished the malts he drove out onto 
the freeway. 

“Let’s see what this baby will really do,” he said. 

Debbie watched the speedometer climb to over a hun¬ 
dred while she squealed with combined fright and exhil¬ 
aration. Her pulse was pounding but she had a light¬ 
headed feeling of intoxication as the night sped by in a 
blur. 

Some miles from town. Chuck slowed the car at an 
e xit. They left the freeway and Chuck began searching 
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for a deserted country road. He found one and turned into 
it The blacktop gave way to a dirt lane that wound 
through several fields and finally into a dark grove of 
trees. 

Chuck parked. He turned to Debbie, drew her close 
and kissed her hungrily. 

“Wait a minute, honey,” Debbie whispered. 

She reached around, made sure ail the doors were 
locked. She wanted no repetition of what had happened 
to her that night with David. 

She turned back to Chuck and in a moment they were 
kissing passionately. The thrill of borrowing the car, the 
speed and reckless driving had filled her with an unbear¬ 
able tension and excitement that screamed for release. 

Urgently, her mouth locked to Chuck’s, she helped him 
with her dress. The smooth leather upholstery was cool 
against her bare fiesh. Her arms locked titter around 
Chuck and she moaned with abandon as they began 
making violent love... 



7 


DEBBIE sat at her desk, chewing the eraser on the end 
of her pencil, staring hopelessly at the mimeographed 
question on her civics test. She had spent almost every 
night of the past two weeks dating Chuck and had had little 
time for studying. 

She saw Tommy Sherman looking at her from the desk 
next to hers. Tommy had realized her difficult and was 
indicating he would like to help* 

The classrom was hushed except for the whisper of 
pencils across paper and the sighs and nervous shifting 
of students who were struggling painfully with the ques¬ 
tions. Bored, the teacher took his attention from the class 
for a moment to gaze out at the first U^t snowfall of the 
season. The snow had started about mid-moming—wet, 
mushy flakes that melted quickly as they touched the 
ground. 

Debbie turned back to Tommy* He slipped her his 
exam paper. 

Debbie slid it under her own and began copying the an¬ 
swers frantically, changing the wording enough to fool the 
teacher. She managed to get the paper back to Tommy 
safely* 

When she handed in her exam paper it was with limp 
relief and the sure knowledge that she would get a pass¬ 
ing grade* Tommy was an A student He never flunked 
a test* 

Later Debbie caught up to Tommy in the ball. She 
grabbed his arm, pulled him to a deserted spot under the 
stairs where they could talk for a moment 
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“Tommy—I don't know how to thank you," she whis¬ 
pered fervently. “No kidding, I was in a terrible jam. I 
□ever could have passed that test." 

Tommy frowned, looking down at his large feet “My 
conscience is giving me heck about it—I mean, cheating 
like that, but I couldn’t help it. I could see you were in 
trouble and—well, I just had to help you.” 

She smiled at him warmly. “You’re an awfully sweet 
boy, Tommy. Impulsively, she gave his hand a squeeze. 
“Thanks. I—I don’t know what else to say.” 

His lean face broke into a crooked grin that crinkled 
the comers of his blue eyes. “That’s enough, I guess. 
Look, would you have lunch with me in the cafeteria to¬ 
day?” Hastily he added, “I don’t want you to think you 
have to do it because I helped you out on the test. But 
—well, there’s something I’d like to talk to you about.” 

Debbie hesitated. Chuck might get sore—but she could 
explain to him later. 

“Okay,” she promised. 

At lunch she and Tommy took their trays to the same 
table. At first they just made conversation. Tommy’s ears 
were red and he looked uncomfortable. Debbie got the 
impression that he was stru ggling with something he want¬ 
ed to tell her, but had difficulty putting it into words. 

“Look, Debbie,” he finally said, after swallowing a 
large mouthful of food with some difficulty, “maybe this 
is going to make you sore—1 mean, me poking into your 
private life. It’s just that—weU, I liked you a whole lot 
the first time I saw you in school. You seemed like such a 
dam nice girl—and lately I’ve heard about how you’ve 
started running around with Linda Lee Essex and Chuck 
Powell and that crowd—” He fumbled with his knife and 
fork, his eyes down on his plate. “Debbie, you’re new at 
school here and maybe you don’t know the score, but that 
bunch has a real lousy reputation. I mean, well, since 
you might not know I thou^t 1 ought to tell you.” 

Debbie did not know what to say. She felt embarrassed. 
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She thought she probably ought to be mad at Tommy^ 
but she felt no anger. If anything, she felt sorry— Tommy 
was a nice guy, but he just didn't know the score* Not 
about Debbie Lawrence* 

She wondered what he would say if he ever found out 

_if he ever did, then he would probably reahy give her 

reason to be angry at him. 

She managed a smile* “Thanks again. Tommy* But don't 
worry about me. I know what Fm doing.” 

“You mean you plan to keep on ru nn i n g around with 
that bunch?” 

Debbie’s smile grew bright, hard* 

“Don’t lose any sleep over me. Tommy. Fm not worth 

it’* 

Tommy said nothing more. Debbie felt relieved as she 
heard the warning bell for the start of the afternoon 
classes. 


Debbie had scant warning of the scene waiting for her 
when she got home that afternoon. But the moment she 
walked in the front door, she sensed that something in 
the house was wrong and Ritchie, on his way out, carry¬ 
ing a football, told her, “Mom’s got a weeping wiUies 
again. Better be set for a crisis,” 

Ritchie ducked out* 

Oh, man—now what? Debbie wondered apprehen¬ 
sively. 

Her mother appeared in the hallway looking wan and 
wet-eyed. She motioned for Debbie to follow her into her 
room* Carefully she closed the door. She nodded grimly 
toward a manila envelope on the bed. 

Then Debbie knew. Her mother had intercepted a new 
message from the dirty old crank in the neighborhood. 

Wordlessly, Ada Lawrence held out the note she had 
taken from the envelope. I>ebbie glanced at a few of the 
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sentences, crumpled the piece of paper in her hand. She 
didn’t have to read it through to know its gist. 

Ada Lawrence sank down to the edge of her bed, 
wringing her hands, bursting into tears. “Now it’s going to 
be the whole ugly thing all over again, the shame, the 
shame—” 

Debbie felt wooden inside. “Mom, for Pete’s sake, ifs 
just something some old nut sent. You don^t know he’s 
going to spread it around—” 

Her mother nodded. “Oh, yes. They’ll aU find out all 
right. Everyone up and down the block. We’ve tried so 
hard, your father and L We spent so much money trying 
to get away from it, to find new friends who wouldn’t 
know about you—” 

Wearily Debbie turned to the door. ‘T have to go do 
some work on an English theme and I have a date to¬ 
night.” 

Linda Lee’s club was having a party. Debbie had been 
looking forward to it with secret excitement and anticipa¬ 
tion—it was to be another initiation. A new girl was join¬ 
ing the club—a girl who was going to have to prove to 
them all that she was not a virgin, as Debbie had been 
forced to do. The prospect of witnessing an initiation as 
an “insider” was giving Debbie goosebumps. 

Debbie’s mother had said nothing more about the raa- 
nila envelope or its contents during dinner—and evidently 
she had not mentioned it to Debbie’s father, Ada Law¬ 
rence had been quiet and resigned at the table—^and Deb¬ 
bie had felt relieved that she had stopped crying. Soon 
after dinner Linda Lee, Bob and Chuck had called for 
Debbie, 

The crowd had difficulty finding a pad that could be 
safely used for the initiation party. It so happened, that 
night every member’s family was staying at home. Linda 
Lee at last hit on the idea of using a lake cottage owned 
by the parents of a girl in the crowd. It was lacked up 
for the winter but the girl smuggled the key out of the 
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house and they drove out to the lake in a caravan of a 
half-dozen cars. 

The boys rustled up wood for the fireplace. There was 
no electricity, no stereo or hi-fi, but they improvised. On 
the way out someone had purchased a supply of candles. 
Another member brought a portable radio and soon 
everybody was dancing and the party was in full swing. 

The soft candle light, the ffickering shadows from the 
big fire in the fireplace added atmosphere to the party. 

“Hey, this is about the best blast we’ve had," Chuck 
exclaimed as he and Debbie twisted. 

Debbie had kicked off her shoes and was dancing in 
her bobby socks. “Mmmm,” she murmured softly. “Puts 
me in a romantic mood." 

Chuck griimed, giving her waist a squeeze. A secret 
promise passed between them that before the night was 
over they would make love. 

As they danced, Debbie shot curious Ranees at the new 
girl. She was a redhead and was being pven a rush by 
all the boys just as Debbie had been on her initiation 
night. The new girl was giggling and talking loudly, al¬ 
most shrilly, acting as if she were having the time of her 
life, but Debbie knew from her own experience that the 
laughter and gayety covered fright and nervousness. Deb¬ 
bie knew a feeling of almost sad^tic satisfaction—and for 
the first tiiTift understood fully how the other girls had felt 
the night she had been introduced to the club. At the time, 
she remembered, their attitude had puzzled her and add¬ 
ed to her unease. 

When the initiation ceremony began, Linda Lee again 
took charge. 

Debbie sat cl(»e to Chuck, holding his hand, feeling 
oddly stimulated. Linda Lee went through her preliminary 
talk, again the boys wrote their names on slips of paper 
and the names were shuffled in a hat someone had remem¬ 
bered to bring along. 
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Linda Lee motioned to Debbie. “The newest member 
does the drawing. Come on, Debbie.” 

Debbie crossed the floor to Linda I^e. She thrust her 
hand into the hat, shufiled the slips a little more, drew one 
out. 

She opened it, began to read the name of the w inne r—, 
and her knees turned to water, 

“Chuck—Powell," she finally stammered. 

She was stunned. She felt as if a big fist had hit her 
In the stomach. 

There was a clamor of disapproval from the other boys, 

“Hey, what is this—a fix?” 

“Yeah, this guy’s hit the jackpot twice in a row,” 

“Nobody can be that lucky.” 

Linda Lee held up her hands. “Look, if you want to 
pass some new rules it’s okay. But we don’t have any 
rule now against a guy getting to do the honors twice in 
a row. Chuck just happened to get lucky, is all. It was a 
coincidence.” 

Debbie gazed at Chuck with a stricken look. Surely 
he would turn the deal down. 

But Chuck stood up, grinning. He ran his fingers throng 
his hair and swaggered toward the redhead who was look¬ 
ing a little pale and scared now. 

A wave of furious jealousy blinded Debbie. But there 
was not a thing she could do except stand there and take 
it. If she caused a row, she would get kicked out of the 
crowd. 

Chuck led the girl to a bedroom and the party was re¬ 
sumed. The radio was turned up loudly and everybody 
started dancing again. But they were all giggling and 
speculating about what was going on in the “initiation 
room.” The situation stimulated some of the couples into 
some heavy making out in dark comers. 

Debbie was not left alone. Other boys danced with her, 
but she was scarcely aware of what they were saying. 
Her mmd was too Med with the imagined pictures of ex- 
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actly what Chuck and the new girl were doing in that 
bedroom. 

She was not m love with Chuck—^not reaBy. Not as she 
had been with David. Chuck was egotistic, tou^, and shal¬ 
low. Still, she was his girl. Chuck had suggested they go 
steady and Debbie felt a natural female possessiveness. 
Besides, Chuck was attractive in a purely animal sense 
and had done more to erase Debbie’s memory of that 
night in the shed than anyone else. 

He belonged to her. 

She needed him. 

As Chuck and the redhead stayed in the bedroom for 
what seemed to Debbie an inordinate length of time, all 
of Debbie’s romantic feeling and desire for Chuck was 
killed for the evening. 

As for Chuck, after he came out of the bedroom he 
had even more of an egotistical male swagger of accom¬ 
plishment. He had evidently gotten his satisfaction, for he 
did not suggest parking with Debbie. 

They rode home with Linda Lee and Bob in a cool 
silence. Chuck had gotten pretty tight on a bottle one of 
the boys had brought along to the party. 

He suddenly said, “Hey, you kids want to hear a real 
kick in the head? That little redhead must have wanted 
in the club real bad. She was a virgin.. 
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DEBBIE got over her spell of jealousy over Chuck’s hav¬ 
ing initiated the redhead into the club. A few dates con¬ 
vinced Debbie that she was still his girl and they were 
back on good terms, getting their ‘"kicks” both with each 
other and the crowd. 

Only one thing was cramping Debbie’s style—a matter 
of economics. Chuck was always broke so they rarely 
could do anything that cost money. And making the move 
to the suburbs had put such a financial strain on Debbie’s 
family that her parents had been forced to cut down her 
weekly allowance until it was almost negligible. 

She had not been able to buy more than one new 
dress and none of the latest hit records since she had 
started at the new school. When she visited Linda Lee 
after school, Debbie envied Linda Lee*s closet full of 
clothes and her collection of the latest platters. 

“Gee, you sure must pull down a big allowance,” Deb¬ 
bie sighed one day. “My folks have gotten so tight lately" 
I never can go shopping.” 

Linda Lee shrugged. “Nah—my old man’s pretty tight 
with a buck. I earn most of my loot baby-sitting.” 

Debbie thought about that for a moment. “Baby¬ 
sitting,” she repeated. “Say, that’s an idea. Do you have a 
chance to do very much of that out here?” 

“Are you kidding? Most of the people around here are 
young couples with kids. They’re always looking for baby¬ 
sitters. And they pay up to a buck an hour*” 

“Say, that isn’t half bad.” 
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“Not when you consider the fringe benefits ” Linda Lee 
griimed. 

“I don’t dig you. What fringe benefits?" 

“Oh, you know what I mean. For one thing, baby¬ 
sitting gives you an excuse to get out of the house on 
school nights. And once you put the brats to bed— 
which is about eight o’clock—you’ve got the rest of the 
evening and a whole house all to yourself. You can study 
or watch TV or raid the ice box. And if you know for 
sure what time the people are coming home, you can have 
your boy friend over for a party.” 

“That sounds crazy,” Debbie said, suddenly wriggling 
vrith excitement. 

Debbie broached the subject at dinner that night. 

“I was talking to Linda Lee today. A lot of girls at 
school earn money by baby-sitting in the evenings. It 
doesn’t interfere with her schoolwork,” she added hasti¬ 
ly, “because they take their homework along with them.” 

She held her breath and crossed her fingers, awaiting 
her parents’ reaction. 

Both her father and mother approved the idea. In fact 
they appeared pleased that she had suggested it. 

“I think it’s very commendable of you to want to earn 
your own money,” her father said. “When I was your age 
I worked every afternoon and on Saturdays at a grocery 
store. Earned all my own school money and paid for my 
own clothes—” 

Debbie had heard this “when I was your age” story a 
dozen times, but she was too pleased to mind the repeti¬ 
tion. She was already picturing the new dresses and records 
she was going to buy with the baby-sitting money and 
visualizing getting out of the house to meet Chuck with¬ 
out an argument from the folks. 

She phoned Linda Lee that night to pass on the good 
news. Linda promised to turn over any jobs she could 
not handle. “No kidding, I’ve got so many people phoning 
me to baby-sit I have to turn down half die jobs. These 
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young married chicks can’t wait to get knocked up, but 
as soon as they have a couple of kids, they want out of 
the house every night.” 

Before the end of the week, Debbie had her first job. 
It was for a young couple who lived a few blocks from 
her home. As Linda Lee predicted, the job was easy. She 
spent five hours with a baby less than a year old and a 
three-year-old girl. The children were well behaved. The 
baby slept most of the time. Debbie had no trouble with 
them at all. 

She earned only fifty cents an hour—one reason Linda 
had turned the deal over to her was that she had cus¬ 
tomers who paid up to a dollar—but when Debbie opened 
her purse and gazed at the money she had earned that 
night, she felt rich. She fell asleep thinking about the shop¬ 
ping spree she would go on after a few more jobs. 

Debbie soon had a regular clientele of people who 
called on her for sitting jobs. She was delighted. Not only 
was she making money, but she was getting out of the 
house several nights a week. 

Too, she was learning how other people lived. 

One of the couples for whom Debbie sat were the 
Davidsons. Alec Davidson, the husband, was in his late 
thirties, manager of a chain of super-markets. He was a 
balding, loud-talking, back-slapping, life-of-the-party ^e, 
who enjoyed socializing a lot in the evenings. His wife was 
a dried-up prune of a woman who looked older than her 
thirty years. 

They had two children, a boy aged five and a girl aged 
three, both by far the most iU-behaved chfidreo she had 
met. 

She was invariably beat by the time the kids' bedtime 
came, but she enjoyed sitting for the Davidsons because 
they lived in a sprawling ranch-style home. They had an 
enormous television and stereo set and the refrigerator 
was loaded with cold drinks and delicacies. 

Another thing Debbie liked was that she knew she 
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could rely on the Davidsons’ leaving early and never re¬ 
turning before midnight, so she earned extra money. Tot, 
they never checked on her. To top off the benefits, Alw 
usually had a glow on by the time he got back and when he 
drove Debbie home he’d slip her an extra dollar or mo 
as a tip, winking and patting her knee as he did so, just 

before letting her out of the car. 

“Go buy yourself a pretty dress, honey,” he would grm. 
“Sweet li’l girl you ou^ta really get dolled up.” 

The knee-patting bit Debbie did not particularly go for, 
but the tips which ranged anywhere from one to five dd- 
lars, depending on how smashed Alec was, made it all nght 
with her. She would force herself to give him an extra 
sweet smile before leaving the big car and nmmng up the 

walk to the house. , . 

She had decided to take Unda Lee’s advice and invite 
Chuck over during some evenings when she baby-sat. 
There were one or two couples on her list she thought 
would be safe. Among these were the Davidsons. 

One night she phoned Chuck from the Davidsons and 

asked him to come over. j ■ i. 

She and Chuck raided the refrigerator for soft drmks, 

smoked and watched television. _ . . , 

“Say, this is a real crazy layout,” Chuck said admirmgly, 
glancing about at the wall-to-wall carpetmg, the often 
beam ceilings and huge fireplace. “How about showing 
me around the rest of the pad?” 

“Come on.” 

Debbie led him from the modern kitchen to the beau¬ 
tifully furnished living room, then down the hall where 
doors opened on two tile baths and three bedrooms. 

When they peered into the master bedroom, Chuck 
grinned, “Hey, doU, dig that oversized bed!" 

He grabbed Debbie’s hand and pulled her over to the 
bed and dumped her down. They wrestled, laughing, on 
the beautiful satin spread. Then the wrestling suddenly 
stopped and they embraced in a long, sexy kiss. 
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Debbie felt the heat spread through her limbs. She 
forced herself to push Chuck away and jump up. “Not 
here, you idiot,” she whispered. “We mess up this bed¬ 
spread and I’ve had it” Quickly she smoothed out the 
bed. 

Chuck’s face showed disappointment, but he shrugged 
and strolled back out to the hall. Debbie joined him. She 
slipped her aim around his waist 

“We’ll find a safer place,” she murmured, looking at 
him with promise in her eyes. 

He grinned and winked. 

Their arms around each other, they started back up 
the halL Chuck suddenly paused, glancing into the largest 
of the two bathrooms. 

“I just got a crazy idea! Why don’t we take a bath to¬ 
gether in that fancy tub?” 

Debbie giggled. “Okay. Let me go check on the kids 
first, though.” 

She hurried down to the kids’ bedroom to make sure 
they were sound asleep. By the time she returned to the 
bathroom. Chuck had the water running into the tub and 
was cheerfully dumping in quantitites of bubble bath and 
toilet water from various bottles. 

Debbie watched the water foam into a billowing mass 
of bubbles while she had another case of the giggles. 

Chuck wasted no time in peeling off his clothes. He 
beat Debbie into the tub and said, “Come on in—the 
water’s fine.” 

“Golly, suppose the Davidsons come home, thou^— 
and catch us,” she gasped. 

“I could duck out the bathroom window and you could 
tell them you decided to take a bath and clean up after¬ 
ward. Anyway, stop being such a drag, will you? You’ve 
told me a dozen times before they never get here before 
midnight.” 

“Well—okay.” 

Debbie undressed, folding her clothes and laying them 
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on the commode seat. She could feel Chuck’s eyes on her 
bare body. 

She locked the bathroom door, then went to the tub 
and carefully slid a leg into the mass of soapy water, 
testing the temperature. She found it deliciously warm. She 
slid into the tub, bumping into Chuck, 

Chuck’s arms went around her and he gave her a soapy 
kiss. Debbie returned it, her wet arms tightening about 
him... 

She gasped, “Now, Chuck—right now, please... I want 
you so much ,. 

They made love right in the tub, laved by the warm 
suds. They washed each other, drained the tub and dried 
each other with rough towels. Afterward, Debbie frantical¬ 
ly cleaned up the mess—she rinsed out the tub, wiped 
the floor, put the used towels into the laundry chute, hop¬ 
ing they would not be noticed—replaced them in the 
bathroom with fresh ones from the linen closet. 

By the time Debbie was dressed again. Chuck was 
drinking and watching television in the living room. He 
had found some hard liquor in the house and was spiking 
his soft drinks with it. 

“I’m flat broke again, honey,” he said. "How about 
springing with some bread until Saturday, IU pay you back 
when I get my allowance.” 

“You’re always broke,” Debbie said. She felt jumpy, 
frightened in retrospect by what they had done and an¬ 
noyed at Chuck for his having left her to destroy ±e 
evidence alone. Too, ever since she had started earning 
money at baby-sitting. Chuck had been borrowing it from 
her. He always promised faithfully to pay her out of his 
allowance but never did. 

Debbie got her purse, gave Chuck two singes. 

“That’s all I have with me.” 

Chuck grinned at her. “Well, it was a cra^ session 
anyway, huh, baby?” 

He gave her a long good night kiss, then left. 
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Debbie glanced at her watch and saw with a stab of 
uneasiness that the Davidsons were past due home. She 
and Chuck had really taken a chance—he had not been 
gone two minutes before she saw the headlights of the 
Davidson’s car turning into the drive. 

Quickly she grabbed up the empty coke bottles she and 
Chuck had left in the living room and placed them under 
the sink in the kitchen cabinet. She hoped Chuck had put 
back the hard liquor. 

The moment the Davidsons came in, Debbie saw that 
Alec was stoned to the eyeballs. Mrs. Davidson gave Deb¬ 
bie her usual cool, distant smile and asked the usual ques¬ 
tions about the children. 

No, they bad been no trouble. 

“They were just swell,” Debbie said. “Went ri^t off to 
sleep.” 

“Don’t know how you do it,” Alec Davidson said mush- 
ily. “I can’t get them kids to sleep with a baseball bat.” 

Debbie smiled and said, “You know how kids are— 
sometimes they behave better around stiangen.” 

She went quickly to the living room and gathered up 
her school books. Mis. Davidson retired to her bedroom. 
Alec stayed with Debbie. She was aware of his avid gaze 
traveling up and down her. It made her uncomfortable. 
I guess I’m in for a good knee-patting tonight, she 
thought cynically. And then; If the old bastard tips me 
five bucks, I can stand it,,. 

She followed him out to the car and sat well away from 
Alec, far on her side of the front seat. Alec fumbl^ with 
the keys, making several attempts before he got the ig¬ 
nition turned on. He backed out of the driveway, mangUng 
some shrubbery in the process. 

The Davidsons lived on the far side of Westwood 
Heights from the Lawrences, in one of the most expensive 
sections of the development. It was a good fifteen-minute 
drive to take Debbie home, and tonight Alec was in no 
hurry. 
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Debbie was partly glad because tonight Alec was 
certainly in no condition to drive fast, if at all. But at the 
same time she was a bit apprehensive at the mood he 
was in. He was talking a steady stream, keeping his eyes 
almost as much on her as on the road. 

Later she was to remember only snatches of his open¬ 
ing monologue. 

“You know, honey... you’re about the cutest little 
thing I’ve ever laid my eyes on. lots of high school 
girls come into my stores to help mama with shopping. In 
warm weather they come in wearin’ them little shorts and 
plenty of ’em make even an old man look twice. But you 
got everyone I ever saw beat a mile ... I mean... not 
even in your class...” 

“Thank you, Mr. Davidson,” Debbie mumbled in what 
she hoped were the appropriate pauses. 

“I really mean it... you’re ... pretty and sweet as a 
doll, with that shiny black hmr and diem big black eyes and 
that creamy white complexion. And that shape—” He 
let out a low whistle. "How old are you anyway, Debbie, 
seventeen—eighteen?” 

“Sixteen,” Debbie replied shortly. 

He shook his head unbelievingly. “Imagine... shaped 
up like that at sixteen. What do they do, give you kids 
vitamins these days?” To her consternation Debbie saw 
tears rolling down Alec’s cheeks. “No, seriously, I tell you, 
Debbie, every time I come home and you’re standing there 
and my wife is beside you, you make that old gal look 
like a Model-T Ford that somebody just backed into.” 

Alec laughed shakily. 

“I think Mrs. Davidson is very nice,” Debbie said 
cooUy. 

“Oh...plenty nice,” Alec said quickly. “She’s just 
about the nicest lady you’d want to meet. She’s so damn 
nice she gives me a backache.” He thought for a moment, 
then said, “Say, honey, why don’t we stop off somewhere 
for a drink. It’s not late ... we could have a drink, sorta 
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kid around a little. I get a big charge out of talking with 
you. I really do—makes me fell young again. And I know 
a place where they’d serve you a cocktail even if you are 
under age. I mean, I know the guy pemonaBy—” 

Debbie hesitated, intrigued by the idea of going into 
a real cocktail lounge with an older man. Her father was 
too much of a square ever to take her into one and it 
was about time she learned what really went on in places 
like that. She would never find out with Chuck. 

But briefly she lost her nerve. “Thank you very much, 
Mr. Davidson. But my parents expect me home about 
twelve and—” 

“Aw, you can fix that. Tell them I had trouble with the 
car—I’H back you up. Anyway, that’s what I’ll tell my 
wife—even if I have to wake her up to do it. That way, 
even if your mother should ever meet my wife we’re cov¬ 
ered. You know,” he told Debbie in an excess of alcoholic 
confidence, “we sleep in twin beds. Have for years. But 
that’s my wife for you. Got about as much romance as a 
dried-up potato.” 

Debbie felt halfway sorry for Alec. With all his talk he 
was probably trying to cover up loneliness. His tears 
when he mentioned his wife had puzzled and touched her. 
When she thou^t of actually having a sort of date at a 
cocktail lounge with a married man, a tingly feeling 
came all over her. It would be something to tell Linda 
Lee! 

Still, she hesitated. “I guess you better take me home, 
Mr. Davidson,” she sighed. “Thanks anyway, though.” 

He took his hands off the wheel for a moment to spread 
his fingers in a gesture of surrender. “Okay—okay little 
girl. Don’t get me wrong. Don’t get sore or anything. I 
didn’t mean anything more than I said. Just wanted to have 
a little fun. Just thought maybe you’d appreciate sneaking 
out a little. You know I’m just about old enough to be 
your daddy so don’t get to thinkin ’ I’d have any wrong 
ideas. I just wanted to show you a good time.” 
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Debbie looked at him slantwise. She thought, Maybe I'm 
passing up a good deal—if I make hint sote I'm not going 
to get any tip at all. If 1 play along maybe I’ll latch on to 
an extra tip and I could sure use one for a new formal 
for the prom ... 

She licked her lips, drew a deep breath. “Mr. David¬ 
son—” she began hesitantly— “I—I don’t want you to 
get the wrong idea about me. I’m not the sort of girl who 
runs around and drinks and acts cheap—things like that 
I didn’t mean to hurt your feelinp and I certainly ap¬ 
preciate your asking me. I guess it would kind of be ex¬ 
citing to go to a nice place for a drink. I’ve never been 
to one.” 

A grin spread all over Alec’s round, shiny face. 
“Swell,” he said loudly, slapping the steering wheel. “Now 
we understand each other. We’ll just go over to this place 
and have a drink—^you know, Debbie, you make me feel 
young again—and then I’ll take you straight home. It 
gives a guy my age a real kick to show a sweet, pretty 
young girl like you a good time—though I guess you’ve 
got a whole string of boy friends, haven’t you?” 

“Just one,” Debbie murmured. 

“Well, I know how it is with the high school boys. Most 
of ’em, these days, don’t even get an allowance—they do 
odd jobs after school and on weekends. They don’t get 
paid much—not enough to show a girl a good time. Lots 
of them save for college—how about your boy friend?” 

Debbie almost laughed. The idea of Chuck’s saving 
money for anything was ludicrous. Otherwise Alec’s pic¬ 
ture of kids today was not too far out of line. It applied 
to David, for instance. She felt oddly grateful to Alec for 
having reminded her of this side of David. Lately she had 
only thought of David with bitterness. 

Alec pulled up at a small, dimly lit roadhouse. He got 
out of the car, went around and opened the door for 
Debbie. 

‘‘Here we are*” 
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Debbie got out* She felt Alecs hand on her elbow as 
they entered the roadhouse. Its interior surprised hen 
There was a small but elaborate cocktail lounge* Deb¬ 
bie looked around, wide-eyed. There were not many cus¬ 
tomers, yet the place managed to look busy, with waiters 
hovering about each occupied booth or table* The lights 
were subdued and mdirect. The furnishing were rich— 
thick carpets, leather-lined booths, a padded bar* 

Alec led her to a booth in a secluded comer. A waiter 
was hovering over them instantly, 

Alec greeted the waiter by name. 

‘‘Evening, Mr* Davidson,” The waiter nodded politely, 
but gave Debbie a curious glance, “Someone I ought to 
know, Mr, Davidson?” 

He smiled at Debbie, 

*‘My niece, Joe,” Alec said, “My favorite one, I figure 
she might as well learn from me as from some young 
idiot how to hold her liquor in public. She's visiting 
and we’re on our way home from a movie, I wanted to 
stop off and buy her a coke,” 

Alec’s hand slipped into the waiter’s and Debbie saw 
a ten-dollar bill pass between them. 

The waiter’s manner remained obsequious, “What’ll it 
be, miss?” 

Debbie made her eyes round and innocent* “I—^I think 
Fd like to try a scotch—she floundered, looking to Alec 
for assistance— “if Uncle Alec doesn’t mind.” 

Alec grinned, “Make it a couple of double scotches, 
Joe,” 

As soon as the waiter left, Alec reached out and patted 
Debbie’s knee under the table. 

This was a new one* Debbie found she did not mind 
the knee patting so much here. At least there were some 
people around. And Alec was trying to be nice and she 
found herself liking him in an odd sort of way—maybe 
the way she would have liked her father if her father had 
ever tried to be nice to her—instead of to her mother, 
who was such a drag. Oddly, her mind flashed back to 
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the scene in the city when her mother had wondered if it 
had really been her—Debbie’s—fault that she had been 
gang-raped. Without reaching too far into her imagination, 
Debbie could almost understand how Alec felt about his 
wife—perhaps even a little of how Alec felt about her— 
Debbie. She remembered her father’s fruitlessly indignant 
reaction to her mother’s half-accusation. 

Alec dug out a handful of change. “There’s a jukebox 
right around the bend of the bar. I don’t know what 
you kids like to hear—something like rock’n-roU or twist, 
I guess. Play anything you like—I’ll tell ’em to turn off 
the Musak.” 

Debbie smiled, shaking her head. Soft, gentle music was 
coming from the Musak, filling the room. She thought 
briefly, We've got all the music we need, daddyo . . . 

Out loud, she said, “Thanks. But I like things just the 
way they are.” 

Their drinks arrived. 

“I don’t imagine you smoke?” Alec offered her a cig¬ 
arette, 

“Well—” Debbie hesitated. “Tve tried it once or twice 

_^you know, at parties with friends. I guess it would be 

all right now.” 

“Sure.” Alec grinned. “Live it up, honey.” 

He lit the cigarette for her. His eyes focused on the neck¬ 
line of her dress as she leaned forward. 

They had the one drink. Alec wanted another, but Deb¬ 
bie insisted she had to leave. When they went out to the 
car Alec was stumbling more than before. 

Debbie asked nervously, “Would you like me to drive, 
Mr. Davidson?” 

“No, I can drive.” 

But once behind the wheel, Alec grew thoughtful. 

“You know, maybe it would be a good idea at that— 
that last drink was kinda strong. Move over—I’ll get out.” 

But instead of getting out, Alec caught her as she slid 
across the seat and embraced her. 
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Debbie was too surprised to move. She had been fully 
aware of Alec’s hungry gaze on her all evening—but a 
lot of kids in school had looked at her that way, particu¬ 
larly since that night in the shed. And none of them—not 
even Norman, Johnny or Chuck—had tried to move in on 
her with as little preparation. 

For a moment she struggled, turning her face away to 
avoid his kiss, but actually not knowing how she should 
react. Again she was aware of the deep gulf between her 
world and that of grownups. Why, Alec hadn’t even both¬ 
ered to move the car out of the roadhouse parking area 
—he was not trying to hide a thing—*and a new kind of 
excitement seized her. Maybe this was the way some 
grownups lived right along. She had had her sex session 
with Chuck and felt no desire for Alec—but she did have 
a sense of discovery. 

“Aw, come on, honey^—^just a little Mss,’’ Alec was 
pleading. 

“Gee,—I don’t know, Mr. Davidson,” she whispered. 

Then she let him kiss her. 

She closed her eyes. Being kissed by a married man, a 
man almost old enough to be her father, sure was a dif¬ 
ferent kind of kick. She felt nothing at all as she had felt 
when any of the boys she had put out with had kissed 
her. 

Beyond a small, surprised awe at what Alec was risking 
by treating her like this, she felt nothing. Period. 

Alec was breathing hard, “Thank you,” he whisi>ere(L 
“Thank you, sweetheart,” he whispered humbly. He kissed 
her again. 

Debbie let her anns slip around his neck. Why not? 
She felt sorry for him without knowing exactly why. Al¬ 
most as she would have felt sorry for her father for being 
married to her mother^-if he had ever let her. 

There was no sex in kissing Alec. 

Except that he thought there was. The next thing Deb¬ 
bie knew he was pawing her, shoving her dress up, feeling 
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her an over, breathing hoarsely— pleading Hke a 
high-school boy, except more incoherently. 

Debbie was filled with panic, Alec had not aroused her 
as Norman had done—as Johrmy and Chuck had done. 
She wanted to hurt his wife as she wanted to hurt all 
grownups, including her mother... 

Suddenly she was struggling wildly with Alec, kicking 
and kneeing her way free. The idea of sex with him 
sickened her. “Take me home,” she panted, about to burst 
into tears. “Stop right now and take me home unless you 
want to get yourself in some real trouble. I’m underage, 
you know.” 

Alec’s ardor cooled immediately. He held up his hands. 
“Honey don’t go talking like that. You know I wouldn’t 
try anything you wouldn’t want me to do. I just got a 
little carried away.” He patted his perspiring face with a 
handkerchief, looking more worried by the moment. 
“Look, honey—” He fumbled in his pocket and pulled 
out a twenty-doUar bill—“This is for you. I want you 
to have it for being a nice ^1 and having a drink with me. 

That’s all.” , . 

Etebbie stared at the twenty dollar bill. Visions ot 
things she could buy danced before her eyes. She forgot 
her anger and fright at Alec’s loss of self-control. 

Alec patted her hand. “Take that money and spend H 
an y way you like. Just don’t tell your folks where you got 
it—and if you’re late, tell them I had trouble with the 
car.” 

“All right,” Debbie said. 

Alec started the car, backed out of the parking area. He 
seemed considerably sobered. 

Debbie sat thoughtfully on her side of the seat. A 
new feeling of power had come to her when Alec had 
pressed the twenty on her. In some subtle way her fu¬ 
ture was altered—she did not qiute know how. But it 
gave Debbie a heady sensation to think a man would be 
willing to give her so much money for just one kiss. 
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When Alec pulled up at her door, she turned to him, 
slipped her arms around his neck and gave him a Ugtit 
kiss. She smiled at him with a hint of promise in her 
eyes. 

" ’Night, now," she whispered huskily. 

She jumped out of the car and ran up the walk, leav¬ 
ing an astounded and dumbfounded man staring open- 
mouthed after her. 



9 


DEBBIE wanted a new dress for the senior prom. She 
went shoppng with Alec’s twenty-doUar bill. To top the 
twenty she had her baby-sitting earnings—what she had 
managed to keep from Chuck. Altogether she bad more 
than fifty dollars. 

She stopped at several shops before she found a pwn 
absolutely made for her. No one else could wear it it 
had been created solely for her. Nothing would ever undo 
the night when she had been violated, the night that had 
brought disgrace to her family—but the subtle sophistic 
cation of the dress would put a high evaluation on her. 
She was dismayed but hardly surprised to read the pnee 

tag. 

The saleswoman smiled. “It’s your dress, my dear. 
With your dark hair and coloring—” 

Debbie’s eyes were glued to the mirror. 

The gown was French, strapless. Skin-tight red satin 
hugged Debbie’s curves. The bodice glittered with se¬ 
quins. The hemline rose slightly in front to a point above 
her ankles, showing her small feet in flashing silver pumps. 
The dress touched the floor in back. A strand of red 
chiffon, clipped to the dress with a rhinestone pin, drifted 
across the left shoulder. 

She could visualize herself sweeping into the prom on 
Chuck’s arm. In this dress she would be a queen. None 
of the other girls would even be in her class, 

*‘How much?” she managed to ask. 

“It’s a wonderful buy, my dear. We had it priced at 
99 
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five hundred but we’re having a clearance on formals 
and this one is marked down to two hundred., 

Debbie bit her lip, looking again at herself tearfully in 
the mirror. “I—I wonder,” she stammered, "if I give you 
sixty dollars now—could you hold it for me for a few 
days?” 

The saleswoman looked dubious. “We usually don't 
make lay-aways on sale items.” She saw Debbie’s tearful 
look and relented. ‘TeU you what. I’ll put it away for 

you until Saturday. I couldn’t hold it any longer than 
that—” r 6 

Saturday. She had three days to raise a hundred and 
forty dollars. Another twenty or thirty if she wanted the 
accessories, the shoes and purse and rhinestone clip to 
go with the dress. 

The amount might as well have been a mfflion doDars 

but Debbie could not say no. This was her dress_it had 

been made for her. She had to have it for the prom. It 
was more than a dress—it was a symbol. Debbie had a 
deep unconscious need to be the prettiest girl at that 
prom, to show them aU. Maybe the urge had something 
to do with regaining her self-esteem—or perhaps she was 
growing up. Perhaps in the new dress she would be a 
new person—and could show all those smug virgins and 
nice” girls that she could steal the show from any of tbpm, 
that she could dress and look prettier than all of them. 

All right, she said in a slightly strangled voice, “Put 
the dress away for me. I’ll have the rest of the money 
by Saturday, The prom is next Wednesday. Could you 
have it altered and ready by then?” 

“Certainly. It won’t take us a day to do the little work 
around the waist.” 

Debbie walked out of the shop blindly. She was so 
engrossed in thought that she bumped into people on the 
sidewalk, barely conscious of the direction in which she 
was walking. 

She was going to need at least another hundred and 
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seventy-five dollars. This impossible sum went around and 
around in her mind, like a hammer pounding it. A 
hundred and seventy-five ., * 

She might ask her parents for twenty-five at the most, 
but her conscience would give her fits. They were already 
out of a lot of money because of her •,. because of that 
night in the shed. 

Inevitably she thought of Alec Davidson. Of all the 
people she knew, Alec was the only person she could think 
of in connection with that kind of money. 

Alec had opened a new world to her last night. He had 
broken rules'—^he had made the waiter at the night club 
violate a law by giving her a drink. That alone had cost 
Alec ten bucks—-and then he had given Debbie a twenty- 
dollar tip. Could she possibly borrow the money from him? 

The thought was a risky one. And at the same time 
exciting. What would she have to do for the money? 
Would he ask her to sleep with him—or would her nice- 
little-girl bit work for that kind of money? How would 
it feel to sleep with Alec—-to make love to him? It might 
be awful—on the other hand, she might be doing him a 
big favor since, obviously, his wife was not satisfying him. 
Debbie could not understand all the emotions involved— 
not even those she felt herself. 

She felt half-attracted, half-repelled by Alec. 

But there was no doubt in her mind about how she felt 
about the dress. 

She worried about the dress until Friday. On Friday 
she made up her mind. 

As soon as she was through with classes that afternoon, 
she went to a drug store. Her fingers trembled as she put 
a dime in the pay phone. 

A secretary's cool, impersonal voice answered, Debbie 
gave her name and asked to speak to Alec Davidson. In a 
few minutes she heard his voice. He sounded half-worried, 
half-excited. 

*‘HeUo, Debbie.” 
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Debbie hesitated, licking her dry lips. “Look, Tm ter¬ 
ribly sorry to be bothering yoo when you’re busy but Fin 
—^well—Fm in a kind of jam. I don’t know whom else 
to talk to, I wonder if—if there’s some way I could talk to 
you about it—” 

There was a momentary silence at the other end of the 
line. At last Alec replied, his voice trembling, 

“Sure, Debbie. Suppose I meet you for dirmer this 
evening, I can call and teU the wife I’m tied up with a 
business deal,” 

Debbie said, “I guess I can manage it FQ tell my 
folks Fm having dinner with a girl friend—^unless you 
call them and tell them Fm with you—” 

“No, don’t do that.” The tremor had increased in Alec’s 
voice, “Let’s just keep this between ourselves. —ah^— 
don’t know what kind of jam you’re in, but I would like 
to help you. On the other hand, perhaps you’d rather 
take it up with your father—” 

“Oh, no,” Debbie said quickly. “I don’t want my fatiber 
to know anything about it. That’s why I called you,” 

“Fine.” Debbie smiled at the relief in Alec’s voice, “Sup¬ 
pose I pick you up somewhere downtown. How about in 
front of the city hbrary about six-fifteen?” 

“That would be fine, Mr. Davidson—^Alec. Gee, I 
don’t know how to thank you. You’re swell to go out of 
your way to be nice to me.” 

“Well, you’re a nice little girl, Debbie. And if I can 
help you, FU be tickled.” 

Debbie was pacing before the hbrary fifteen minutes 
before the appointed time. At last she saw Alec’s car pull 
up. He leaned over, opened the door, and she slid across 
the rich upholstery. Once more she felt the thrill of be^ 
ing in a luxurious automobiIe~but this was no joy ride. 

Alec was sober and a little nervous but pleased. 

Debbie was not very communicative. She felt she was 
exploring virgin territory—without being a virgin. She 
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did not know how to broach the subject of the loan. The 
next step was up to Alec. 

Alec seemed in no rush to take it. 

He said, “We’re gonna go out and have a real nice 
dinner, you and me. There’s a little place across town- 
serves Italian food. You like Italian food, sweetheart? 

“1 adore pizzas,” Debbie replied. 

“I’ll get ’em to fix you the doggonest pizza you ever 
tasted.” 

The restaurant was definitely out of Debbie’s world. 
Again she was wide-eyed—and found herself taking com¬ 
fort from Alec’s self-assurance. From Alec’s money, she 
might have added, for once again she saw a ten-doUar 
bill change hands and waiters all smiles and courtesy. 

Debbie wished she had worn something more glamorous 
than her school dress, but she had been afraid to chance 
going home to change. Alec seemed impeccably dressed. 

A waiter escorted them to a quiet table in a secluded 
comer, lit by a candle. A small string orchestra played 
intimate dinner music. 

Debbie felt on cloud nine. The scene was right out of a 
romantic movie. She and Alec were hopelessly in love, 
but he was married to a shrew of a woman who refused 
to give him a divorce and society was against them be¬ 
cause of their age difference—their love was beautiful, 
poignant but impossible. Debbie was laughing at the imag¬ 
inary movie when the waiter interrupted her with the 
menu. 

Alec ordered dinn er and wine. The wine made Debbie 
dizzy. 

She watched Alec, seated across the table from her. He 
was not a bad-looking man for his age. He had a clean- 
cut, somehow busy face, with all kinds of grown-up secrets 
locked behind it. 

He seemed to be studying her as if she were a priceless 
painting and he an art connoisseur lost in rapture. 

It no longer made Debbie uncomfortable to be stared 
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at. The obvious adoration and hunger in Alec’s eyes were 
Battering. 

He was sober tonight and not as loud-mouthed as he 
had been on their last date. 

Debbie said shyly, “You sure look sharp tonight, Mr. 
Davidson—Alec.” 

Alec’s round face beamed. “Thanks, honey.” He leaned 
forward. “Now, what was it you wanted to talk to me 
about? You sounded pret^ worried and upset over die 
phone.” 

Debbie looked down at the tablecloth. Her 
twisted nervously on her lap “I—I don’t know how to 
tell you exactly. It’s about the prom at school—the sen¬ 
ior prom next week. My folks—well—they can’t afford to 
spend money on a new formal for me and—” she looked 
at Alec tearfully—^“I’ve just got to look pretty for that 
prom. I was shopping the other day and I found a dress 
that was just out of this world, just simply—weU, it’ll 
kill me if I can’t get it. I mean, I might as well forget 
about going to the prom. I—I had sixty dollars, money 
I’d saved up from baby-sitting and my allowance—” 

Across the table, Alec was looking at her thou^tfully, 
his business-trained mind already three steps ahead of her. 
“But your sixty wasn’t nearly enough?” he asked shrewdly. 
“The dress cost a lot more than the money you had, 
right?" 

Debbie nodded miserably. *T need—” she drew a deep 
breath—“I need a hundred and seventy-five more. What 
I was thinking was that maybe—well, if you could lend 
me the money, I could pay you back out of my baby¬ 
sitting earnings. It would, well, it would take a heck of a 
long time,” she admitted. “I guess at least the rest of this 
school year. But I would pay you back,” she promised 
fervently. “Honestly, Mr. Davidson—I mean, Alec—^I’d 
pay back every cent, eventually.” 

Alec toyed with his cigar, rolling it between his fingers, 
scraping the white ash on the edge of bis plate. His 
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demeanor had undergone a subtle change. For the mo¬ 
ment he was no longer the obsequious older man, over¬ 
anxious to please, to impress. His eyes had taken on a 
slightly calculating look. He was on ground that he knew 

"^DebbirsaW, “I guess maybe you think I had a lot of 
nerve coming to you about this, but honest, I couldn 
think of anyone else and I’ve been about ^ blow my 
stack worr^g over it. I’m so unhappy I could just about 
^e abTutT whole thing-” She looked at him beseech- 

^ec’s face broke into a big, broad snule. “Honey, let 
me teU you something-a hundred and seventy-flve bucks 
don’t mean that to me.” He snapped his fingers. If ttu 
make you happy and dress you up pretty for *at prom, 
that’s what ol’ Alec wants. You know what? Tm gonna 
get you that dress and everything pretty you want to go 
with it, because I want my sweet little baby to be pretty 
for that prom. You know, Debbie, Fm as crazy about 
you as I guess a man could be about a girl. Oh, I know 
how you probably feel—I mean, I’m pretty old for you 
and all that, but I can’t help feeling the way I do.” 

Gratitude filled Debbie’s eyes. “I—I guess I know how 
you feel. I’ve never had anybody treat me so nice—not 
even my own famUy, lately. I-I just don’t know bow to 

thank you—” 

Debbie’s heart was bursting with joy. I'm going to get 
the dress — I’m going to get the dress ... 

Alec patted her hand. “Now don’t even bother to th^ 
me. I’m getting as big a kick outa this as you are, just 
thinking about how pretty you’re gonna look at that 
prom.” 

“Oh, I am,” she said fervently. “Honest, Alec, I guess 
this sounds silly to you but you just have no idea what 
this means to me. You don’t know how much that dress 
means, bow important it is to me,” 
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He beamed. “If I’m making you happy, then I’m mak- 
mg myself happy.” 

He signaled the waiter when they were throu^ dinner 
^id the check with a flourish, leaving an impressive tip’ 
Then he escorted Debbie out to his big car. 

You don’t have to go home right away, honey?” he 

dSKCCl* 

She shook her head. She was too excited even to think 
about going home. What was there for her at home‘s "No 
—I can stay out until pretty late. I told my folks I was 
out with a girl friend.” 

/Uec grinned. ‘Then we’U make an evening out of it. 
Tell you what, IU take you to a really fine night club 
with a big-time floor show. What do you think about that? 

Excitement was piling upon excitement. “Oh golly 
Aat would be just crazy. Alec. Only, I can’t go dressed 
like this, can I?” 

“Aw, you look swell, honey. They know me at this 
place. As long’s you’re with me, folks won’t care how 

you’re dressed.” 

The evenmg turned info a glowing experience. It was 
the first time Debbie had been to a real night club with 
a floor show. Alec ordered expensive champagne. Cham¬ 
pagne was another first—Debbie loved it—she loved the 
light, effervescent flavor of the bubbling wine. It tickled 
her nose and she giggled. After a while it made her head 
swim and her senses blur. Things became hazy. She re¬ 
called the rest of the evening in snatches—the big-name 
band, the floor show that held her spellbound—then, lat- 
CFj Alec’s expensive car again. 

She remembered seeing a neon MOTEL sign, Without 
a word to her, Alec had stopped the car at the office and 
had gone in to rent a cabin. 

She remembered later protesting weakly, not really 
meaning to, because she was as curious about what was 
going to happen as he was. When Alec pulled up at a 
cabin, she went in with him. She found It thrilling to go 
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to a ritzy motel with a married man. It was ™ng, dread¬ 
fully wrong—but wrong things could be exciting, and actu¬ 
ally Debbie had lost track of what wm wrong or ri^t 
The minute they were in the cabin Alec took her in 
his arms and kissed her hungrily. In her befogged nmd 
she thought, I guess I’m going to get myself seduced-— 
and that’s a laugh. But I have to be nice to him. Hes 
been so nice to me. If t make him mad now he might 
change his mind about handing me the money to buy the 

^T€SS * t 

They necked for a while. Debbie slid her arms around 
him, feeling passion rise in her—she wanted to make 

Alec happy. . „ 

She whispered thickly, “Wait just a mmute, honey. 

She stumbled into the tile bathroom. She left the door 
open a crack as she undressed. She knew Alec was catch¬ 
ing glimpses of her as she stripped—and got a kick out 
of his desperate hunger for her. 

She slipped out of her dress, unhooked her bra and 
dropped it to the floor beside the dress. She stripped off 
her hose, pelled down her panties, kicked them free of 
her slim ankles. She drew a breath, gathering her nerve, 
and pushed the door open. She padded into the room 
toward Alec, her bare feet sinking into the deep rich carpet. 

She wanted to thank Alec and was going to thank him 
in the way a woman could most thank a man. 

A dim bedside lamp was the only li^t in the room. 
Alec had begun to undress, but as she entered he paused, 
sitting on the edge of the bed, staring at her. He held out 
his arms for her and she ran to him. 

His arms closed around her and they fell back on the 
bed. Alec’s lips were on her, all over her, as were his 
hands... 





ON the night of the prom Debbie swept onto the ballroom 
floor on Chuck’s arm. She made the entrance of the eve¬ 
ning. 

The dress was everything she had hoped it would be. 
Her jet-bleck hair cascaded to her bare shoulders and 
her eyes glowed with excitement and self-confidence- 
something she had not felt for a long time. She felt all 
eyes swing in her direction. Her gown and accessories 
immediately became the talk of the prom. 

She had run into some difficulty explaining to her par¬ 
ents about the dress, but had managed to convince them 
that the dress shop had accepted her down payment and 
was allowing her to pay out the balance in weekly in¬ 
stallments out of her baby-sitter earnings. 

Chuck looked handsome in his rented tuxedo. His 
blond ducktail had been combed with infinite cate. For 
once he had managed to borrow the family car. 

Debbie’s dress had almost knocked him out. “Baby, you 
make the rest of those chicks look like a bunch of dogs,” 
he told her as they swept out to the floor for the first 
dance. For a while she felt a special glow—she felt free 
of the past for the first time, accepted by all—almost as 
if she had been reborn. She was being rushed—one boy 
after another cut in to dance with her and tell hei: how 
terrific she looked. 

But gradually she realized that—vrith a few exceptions 
—it was the boys from her own wild crowd who were 
giving her the rush. The boys from the “nice” crowd 
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were largely sticking to their own girls. One exception 
was Tommy Sherman. 

“Gee, Debbie,” he exclaimed when he cut in to dance 
with her, “the first day you started school here I thought 
you were the prettiest girl I’d ever laid eyes on, but to¬ 
night you look like a movie star." 

Tommy was a surprisingly good dancer, despite his 

gangling height and big feet. 

“Thanks, Tommy,” Debbie murmured. 

For some reason Tommy’s compliment meant more to 
her than anything Chuck or the other boys had said to 
her that night—perhaps because it was given without sexy 
implications. Tommy sounded sincere, e^est, decent. 

He gave her a crooked, half-shy grin. “I still wish 
you’d change your mind and give me a date some tiin^ 
Debbie. I know you’re supposed to be going steady wim 
Chuck and I don’t mean to cut in on just anybody’s 
steady. But I can be a stubborn cuss and I don’t thmk 
Chuck’s your type.” 

Debbie glanced up at his lean face with its mce warn 
smUe and frank blue eyes. For a second she wished she 
could be the sort of girl he thought her. Then anpr 
stabbed her. He had no right to define her, to expect her 
to be other than she was. She had had no choice about 
her virginity that ni^t in the shed—or afterward. She 
couldn’t be worrying about what he thought—she had to 
look out for herself. 

“You’d better stick with your own crowd, Tommy, she 
said, her voice turning hard and tight. “You’re a mce 
guy—^too nice for a girl like me.” Abrutly she ground her 
loins against him. “You’d be surprised what I’m thinking 

of ri^t now.” , ... 

She looked up at him, her eyes hard and mischievous. 

He flushed. . . j 

“I’ve got those thoughts, too, Debbie. Everybody does. 
It’s what you do about them that counts.” His eyes were 
hurt and puzzled, but deep down in them Debbie saw 
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hardness, too—^perhaps a hardness to match hers. “Don’t 
try to nin yourself down with me,” Tommy said softly, 
“because you can’t—it’s not in the books.” 

For the rest of the dance he held her tightly—so ti^tly 
that when the dance was over and she went back to 
Chuck, Chuck stared at him murderously. 

“What’s Tommy got on his little mind—is he trying to 
move in?” Chuck wanted to know. 

“Skip it,” Debbie said. There was a tingle in her body, 
as if Tommy’s arms were still around her. She smiled at 
Chuck. “You shouldn’t mind. Tommy’s got a smaller 
chance than a snowball—^you know what I mean.” 

To her relief, Chuck’s face relaxed in a grin. He said, 
“Just the same, I wish that square would stick to his own 
mob. He bugs me—I think he’s got a yen for you. A 
guy could get hurt that way." 

“Oh, shut up,” Debbie muttered. “Tommy’s a nice kid. 
You know I’m for you.” 

But actuaUy she wasn’t sure. Was she really for anyone? 
Last night, in Alec’s arms, she had been for him—be¬ 
cause of the dress, but also because she had felt genu¬ 
inely sorry for him because of his wife. She had felt no 
love for Alec—he had not excited her physically as Chuck 
did—or as Tommy possibly might if she ever let him. 
Her body grew warm with the thought and suddenly she 
pressed against Chuck as they danced. 

Help me, Chuck, she thought. Make me fust for you ... 

But a girl had to have a steady and Chuck was hers. 
Always broke—always asking her for money—but not 
asking much else. Not asking her to be something she 
was not. 

“I’m having a ball,” Debbie whispered as they twisted. 
“Tommy’s a square. So’s everybody—except you and me.” 

“Sure.” Chuck was lau^ng, looking into her eyes. “I’ve 
got the hottest babe at the prom, haven’t I?” 

“Besides, you’re getting smashed,” Debbie said, smelling 
liquor on his breath. “You and most of the guys in the 
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bunch. How you’re mana^g to spike the punch, I don’t 
know, with chaperones watching that punch bowl like it 
might go off—but get me some of it, will you?” 

Chuck wnked. “We managed. It ain’t in the punch, 
anyway—I’ve got a jug out in the car. Want to slip out 
for a drink?” 

“I’m with you,” Debbie said. “But how do we get back 
in? They’ve got the fuzz guarding all the doors just to 
make sure nobody slips out.” 

Chuck nodded sourly, glancing at the uniformed pohce- 
men stationed at the exits. “They do their best to make 
these blasts a drag, don’t they?” 

“Well, I want a drink. How are you getting yours if 
you can’t get out to your car?” Debbie demanded. 

Chuck broke down. “We hid a couple of bottles in the 
boys’ locker room more than a week ago. They’re not 
watching the locker room. It’s a cinch to sUp in there on 
the way to the rest room. Sorry I can’t cut you in on the 
deal, sugar. I think it would look a little peculiar if you 
headed for the boys’ lockers.” 

“Never mind,” Debbie replied, “I don’t need it I’m 
having fun without it.” 

But she did need it. She could still feel the memo^ 
of Tommy’s arms. She could feel decency. She could still 
feel his sexiness as he held her closely. Sex and decency? 
Could you have both? 

She did not stop dancing until the band played Good 
Night, Sweetheart. 

She and Chuck went out to his car. 

The night was cold, with flurries of snow in the 
but Debbie was perspiring under her coat. 

Before starting the car, Chuck poured them each a 
drink. Debbie gulped hers, feeling the liquor like freedom 
in her veins. 

“Let’s shag out,” Chuck grunted, gunning the car. “The 
crowd’s got a crazy blast cooked up. We’re goin’ to bust 
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into one of those new houses they’ve just fink h pjf building 
out on the edge of the addition.” 

“Sounds cool,” Debbie cried. She wanted more ex¬ 
citement to balance the excitement she already felt. She 
was looking forward to the end of the evening, the cli¬ 
mactic sex session with Chuck. But she could wait—an¬ 
ticipation added zest to the conclusion. 

Chuck gunned the car through the night. As he drove 
Chuck took swigs from the bottle. By the time they 
joined the rest of the crowd out in one of the dark, lonely 
subdivisions, Chuck was very drunk. He necked with Deb¬ 
bie for a few minutes but was so sloppy and awkward 
he only disgusted her. 

A half-dozen ears belonging to kids in their crowd had 
pulled up around the new house. Obviously, the building 
was in the final stages of construction. The ground about 
them was filtered with boards and sawdust. 

In the headlight beams, Debbie saw two of the boys 
running around peering into windows. They disappeared 
around the house. She heard the tinkle of broken glass. 
In a few minutes the front door burst open and the two 
boys waved the rest of the mob in triumphantly. 

“How about that?” Debbie cried. “They broke in 
through a window somehow.” She felt lawless, abandoned, 
destructive. 

“’s great,” Chuck mumbled. He staggered out of the 
car. He and Debbie joined the other kids. 

One of the girls had brought a portable transistor radio. 
Some kids had flashhghts in the glove compartments of 
their cars. They went into the house with its gleaming 
hardwood floors and its smell of fresh paint and new 
wood. 

A few tried dancing to music from the radio, but danc¬ 
ing was too tame for the wild mood most of them were 
in. Some boys found buckets half filled with paint in one 
of the closets. They splashed the paint on the walls and 
floor, bowling gleefully. By then most of the kids were 
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drunk. Debbie was getting hi^. The 

frenzy of senseless destruction. They slashed walls, kicked 

paneled doors, smashed windows. 

Chuck, in the meantime, had gotten sick. He staggered 
to one of the back doors and threw up, then made it 
back to his car with Debbie's help. He sprawled across 

the front seat, nearly passed out. j 

Debbie gave him a disgusted look, then retume 


> Off 

“Hi, chick, your date conk out on you/ ^ 

Bob, Linda Lee’s steady, met Debbie in a deserted hall¬ 
way. TTie rest of the howling crowd was in a back part of 


the house. .... 

“Yeah. I guess he’s just a Bghtwei^t when it comes 

to drinking,” Debbie said carelessly. 

Bob stood smiling down at her. 

Cripes, he‘s handsome, Debbie thought with a sudden 
weakness in her knees. It was no wonder that Linda 
Lee spent half her time in jealous rages over Bob’s plu- 
landerings. He would have no trouble making girls flip 
for him. He had the tall, broad-shouldered movie-star 
good looks that could drive a girl ape. His complexion 
was olive and his eyes were an intense black. Right now 
his gaze seemed to penetrate right down into Debbie and 
dissolve her bones* 

His features were almost too perfect for a boy, but 
charged with an undercurreot of male vitality* He 
reached out to touch Debbie and she felt a distinct shock* 

“My chick’s cut out on me, too,” he told her. She got 
an upset stomach from the dunks and had to go lie down 
in the car.” 

Debbie laughed* “I guess both our dates are light¬ 


weights*” 

She felt about as heavy as a feather. Bob was giving 
her a steady black-eyed gaze that made her muscles 


weaken. 
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“Look, so the party shoiddn’t be a total waste, let’s 
team up, huh?” he said. ’ 

He never blinks, Debbie thought distractedly. Those 
black eyes just keep boring and boring right into you un¬ 
til you want to jail into his arms .., ifs strange I never 
noticed before that he never blinks .,. 

Then she thought uncomfortably, Fm being a rat. Linda 
Lee’s my best friend. I don’t care about that lousy Chuck, 
But I’d hate to double-cross Linda Lee,.. 

Bob slipped his anns around her and led her to the 
room where some of the others were dancing. What was 
left of Debbie’s character was dissolving with each step. 

Although it was cold in the house, Bob unbuttoned his 
overcoat, then hers. He drew her to him and began to 
dance again. She pressed closer to him, wanting hU 
warmth agmnst her. 

“You feel good, Debbie,” he whispered. “Real good.” 
He held her tighter. Debbie’s loyalty to Linda Lee was 
fading fast. “Let’s shag out of here,” Bob said softly. 

By then her heart was pounding hard and her need for 
sex was overpowering. 

She let Bob lead her out to one of the cars. He started 
the motor, turned on the heater and turned to Debbie. 
He kissed her until the car was nice and warm. 

Man, what a lover, she thought weakly. She tried to re¬ 
member Linda Lee, but could not think of anything 
clearly. When Bob slipped her coat from her shoulders 
and found the zipper at the back of her dress and slowly 
slid it down, so the top of her dress fell down to her waist, 
leaving her bosom naked, she was too weak to stop htm 


Later diat ni^t in her room, Debbie stood wearily be¬ 
fore her mirror, staring at herself. She and Bob had taken 
Linda Lee home. Some of the other fellows had driven 
Chuck home in his car. 

Now she was bone-tired. But there was another feeling, 
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a sickness inside her that had nothing to do with what 
she had eaten or drunk that night. 

Bitch ... she thought, looking at herself in the mirror. 
A flood of tears ran down her cheeks. 

She had looked forward so to the evening, to wearing 
the gown, the most beautiful she had ever owned. Sud¬ 
denly she hated it all. She hated the dress and what she 
had done to get it. She hated Alec—she hated Bob for 
making love to her, and herself for letting him. 

Of the entire evening she could only remember one 
good moment—the time Tommy Sherman had danced 
with her and held her tightly against him and roused her 
to a desire for him he had not intended to satisfy. 

Decent sex. 

Debbie lauded quietly and hysterically, staring at her¬ 
self in the mirror through cascading tears. 

She took the dress off carefully, thinking that she might 
one day bum it somewhere. 

When nobody was looking. 
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SHE survived her temporary attack of conscience and 
depression. The next morning, in the light of day, she 
was again her new self—the cynical, wise-cracking,'wild 
crowd queen hadn’t Bob made her the queen last night 
when he had betrayed Linda? Bob had been good—per¬ 
haps better than Chuck—and perhaps she had been better 
that Linda. 

Chuck was still her steady but during the week Debbie 
and her crowd were treading thin ice. There were serious 
repercussions from their vandalism in the new housing 
development. Police suspected a teen-age party following 
the school prom, but were unable to prove anything defi¬ 
nite or point to the guilt of any kid involved. A number 
of Debbie’s friends were called down to the principal’s crf- 
fice for individual questioning, but Debbie escaped. 

Her mother, an ardent member of the PTA, had been 
to several emergency meetings. These gave Debbie a laugh, 
even when her mother came home from one of them 
demanding to know if Debbie had been involved with the 
crowd that broke into the house on the ni^t of the prom. 

Debbie lied her way out easily, thou^ she felt a sting 
of guilt and shame. 

“Mom, I don’t have anything to do with that bunch of 
kooks. Then she said, “Look, Tm due at the Fosters to 
baby-sit. They want me there at seven sharp.” 

She grinned as she fled the house. Babies, work, respon¬ 
sibility, Add them together and the answer came out 
—“character,” Because people had babies and were un- 
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wiring to look after them, Debbie as a baby-sitter ha4 
“character.” Even her mother would admit as much. 

During the week Alec Davidson phoned Debbie sev¬ 
eral times on the pretext of wanting her to baby-sit. She 
knew what he really wanted—but she had ceased to feel 
sorry for him. Her one fling with Alec had been exciting 
and it had earned her the evening dress. But it had also 
satisfied her curiosity and the thought of having more sex 
with him disgusted her. Maybe if he saved some of what 
he had for his wife, she would look less like a prune. 
Debbie was still careful not to offend him, but she man¬ 
aged to plead 00 by saying she was busy. And Alec was 
in too delicate a position to give her any real trouble. 

Nevertheless he bad begun something that was giving 
Debbie trouble. She began to look at some of the male 
members of families for whom she baby-sat with an 
appraising eye. For one thing, she wondered if her mys¬ 
terious phone caUer might be one of them. For another, 
she wondered how many of the outwardly respectable 
fathers might be willing to betray their wives—and whether 
or not their wives had been raped—as she had been. 

What was the actual morality of the adult world? 

Some of the paterfamilias for whom she sat were much 
closer to her age than Alec. Among these was Mel Foster. 

Mel was handsome and in his mid-twenties. His wife, 
Betty, was pregnant and in her eighth month and Mel had 
developed a look of frustration that Debbie instantly rec¬ 
ognized. While be had made no overt passes, she was 
sure he had appraised her figure to the ounce. 

She tried to ignore him—he seemed to be such a nice 
guy, almost like Tommy^“but each time he looked at her, 
Debbie’s heart beat a little faster. Betty, Debbie was sure, 
had never been gang-raped, had never had problems be¬ 
yond balancing her checkbook. 

And Debbie was short of money. 

Too, now that she bad tasted the excitement and glam¬ 
or of running around with an older married man with a 
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good income, Chuck, with his constant need of revenue 
his steady borrowing from her, had begun to bore her’ 

There came the inevitable evening when Debbie wanted 

® niovie. Mel paid 

Debbie her sitting fee and took her out to his car to drive 
her home. 

As she got into the car, Debbie let the hem of her dress 
nde h^ay up her thigh. She could never ask Chuck 
over when she baby-sat for the Fosters because she nev¬ 
er knew when they would come home. Often they 
home arguing because Betty had wanted to break off the 
evening. She complained she got tired early because of 
her condition. At such times Debbie envied her. Imagine 
bemg mamed to a good-looking guy like Mel, being heavy 
wth Mel’s child—being able to afford the best maternity 
dresses and still bitch about when to come home from a 
date. 


On this particular night they had come home fighting. 
Mel had wanted to stop off for a drink after the movie 
and Betty had said no. Chuck had phoned in the course 
of the evening, asking to come over and Debbie had told 
him not to. 

She felt hot and restless and frankly, she wanted to 
take Mel’s side in the argument. She had been bored all 
evening. 

As Mel was driving her home, Debbie suddenly said, 
“These baby-sitting jobs are okay if they last long enough 
for a girl to make a buck—or are short enough for her not 
to miss a date.” 

Mel snatched at the chance. They were approaching a 
drive-in movie. He slowed the car, pulled to the side of 
the road. 

“Did you miss a date tonight, Debbie?” 

She nodded. “Sure.” 

Mel smiled. “Then why don’t we take in this movie? I 
didnt want to come home so early, anyhow. I guess you 
heard the fight.” 
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“Sure I did.” She gave him a sidelong look. * Do you 
thinlf it would be all ri^t with your wife? 

“So I’ll come home a little late. She knows I wanted to 
stop off for a drink.” He grinned ruefully. “The way 
things are with Betty these days, there’s nothing to hurry 

Debbie said nothing until Mel had started the car again, 
pulled in at the movie parking area. 

Then she said brightly, “The movie does look g^d. It s 
got Frank Sinatra in it—I think he’s the most, don t you. 

Mel Foster nodded. His face was grim. Debbie could 
hardly restrain a gig^e. Why did men always pretend to 
take sex so seriously—when they really didn t. 

The movie had barely begun when Mel shpped his 
around Debbie’s shoulders. 

Debbie protested at first, but desisted. Mel kissed her 
a few times and suddenly neither of them was watchmg 
the picture. Mel put his free hand on her knee and slid i 
under the hem of her dress. Debbie relaxed. She let Mel 
do as he pleased. He was gentle with her, more so tlan 
Chuck, but without the awkwardness of Norman or the 
frenzied haste of Alec. Betty, Debbie found herself think¬ 
ing, was a lucky girl. 

Betty was also pregnant. 

At one point Debbie whispered, “You’d better take me 
home, Mel—” and he stopped. 

“I see what you mean,” Mel told her. 

He turned on the ignition, started the car and backed 
out of the movie parking lot. But instead of taking her 
home he drove to a lonely country lane and started all 
over again—and this time she did not relax. 

When he kissed her, her arms tightened about his nect 

and she matched his ardor. 

They made love for hours. Before he took her home, 
Mel added a substantial tip to her baby-sitter earning. 

He said, “Boy, you high school kids really know the 
score these days, don’t you?” 
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Debbie said, “I don’t want you to think I’m doing this 
for money—” and he laughed. 

I know you do it for the same reason you sit with 
kids—because you like ’em. Just the same, thanks.” 

She had to laugh with him. 

But alone in her room, face to face with her mirror, 
she wondered for the first time, What’s happening to 

* 4 • 

She had liked Mel. She had envied his wife. But what 
she had left from the evening was money. 

She took it out of her purse and looked at it. A little 
more than twenty dollars. She remembered Mel’s giving 
it to her—^he had emptied his wallet and ^ven her all 
his change. He had looked at the gas gauge on his car. 

“Take it all, honey. It was worth it—and I’ve got 
enough gas to get home—” 

She hated him for saying it—hated him for going back 
to Betty—hated his car for having a full tank of gasoline. 

But she had no problem spending the money on a 
shopping spree with Linda Lee the following afternoon. 
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FOR a week before the last and most important game of 
the season, football fever had gripped the school. There 
had been pep rallies, a bonfire on the night before the 
game. Many of the kids who owned cars had painted mo- 
tory slogans on them, predicting various forms of mayhem 
aimed at Southside High. They wove honking caravans 
through Westwood after school. The band drilled every 
afternoon. Debbie had made the pep squad as cheer¬ 
leader. 

The weather on Friday night was ideal for football- 
clear, with the snap of near-freezing temperature. Deb¬ 
bie, wearing a tight white sweater emblazoned with a 
huge ‘W’ and a short white fiannel skirt, kept warm 
by moving constantly and incidentally keeping the stands 
in an uproar. 

Chuck was playing halfback. He was tou^ enou^ and 
hard enough to break training rules and stiU remain on 
the team. Debbie was proud of him—and a little cynical. 
She wondered what Chuck would say if he knew all 
the rules she had broken—if he knew about Alec and 
Mel and Bob. 

Bob played fullback. Linda Lee was cheering for him, 
jumping up and down beside Debbie. Debbie remembered 
the night after the prom when Bob had made love to her 
in the parked car and her heart beat faster at the memo¬ 
ry. Linda Lee would loll her if she ever found out, but 
Debbie was glad it had happened. It put her one up on 
Linda Lee—and once you began to break rules, where 
did you stop? Bob was a hard man to stop, either on a 
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football field or in the back seat of a car. Knowing so 
gave Debbie an edge over Linda Lee* 

The game was bitterly fou^t from the starting 
whistle. Debbie led cheers and watched Chuck and Bob, 
She did not really give a hoot about football. The half 
ended with Westwood trailing by six points but in the 
second half. Bob made a thirty-yard run that tied the 
game, sending Debbie and the other Westwood rooters 
into a frenzy. 

From that moment on, Bob was the hero of the game* 
Until the closing minutes, the score remained tied, six to 
six—then Bob threw a long pass for the winning touch¬ 
down. In another minute, the game ended. 

Debbie and Linda Lee clutched each other and hopped 
up and down with excitement. The field was flooded with 
spectators. The cheerleaders cleared out with the team. 
Debbie and Linda Lee made their way to the parking lot* 
They waited in Bob’s car for the boys to shower and dress 
after the game, Debbie found herself wishing Bob were 
her date tonight instead of Chuck, but when the boys 
joined them she threw her arms around Chuck and gave 
him a passionate victory kiss* Linda Lee did the same with 
Bob, 

“We’re going into orbit tonight, honey,” Linda Lee 
cried excitedly. 

Bob put his car into the victory parade through town, 
but after a noisy, horn-honking hour, the “action” grew 
boring to Debbie’s crowd. They stopped cars and held a 
conference. Suggestions as to what to do next were of¬ 
fered freely. None of them were daring enough to fit the 
occasion. 

Finally someone said, “Hey, let’s go over to Southside 
High and bust up the joint.” 

A dozen voices seconded the motion. Debbie had been 
necking with Chuck in the back seat of the car, though 
her eyes had been on Bob* She had been glad Bob was 
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driving—he could sit close to Linda Lee and keep one 
ann around her, but that was all he could do. 

Going to Southside to wreck the place held less in¬ 
terest for Debbie than the fact that the excursion would 
keep Bob behind the wheel that much longer. 

She wanted Bob tonight. She wanted a hero. 

The drive took forty minutes. 

“There it is,” Linda Lee exclaimed. 

Southside Hi^ was dark and deserted. Bob, leading die 
caravan of cars, pulled into the parking lot and switched 
off his ignition. For a moment they were silent, checking 
to see if there might be some kind of night watchinan or 
patrol car in the neighborhood, but the school building, 
the grounds and the houses nearby all seemed dark and 
asleep. 

Bob and Linda Lee got out, followed by Debbie and 
Chuck. Others joined them. They crept cautiously up to 
the dark school, walked softly around it, spe^g in whis¬ 
pers, speculating on the best way to break in. 

Finally one of the boys picked up a rock and broke a 
pane in a classroom window. The tinkle of glass was a 
small sound in the still night air. 

They reached through the broken pane, unlocked the 
window, and in a few minutes the whole crowd had 
crawled into the building. Then they went wild. 

They overturned desks, scrawled obscene remarks on 
the blackboard. They broke into the principal’s office and 
turned it into a shambles, upsetting files, throwing papers 
around, howling like Indians. They threw ink bottlM, 
broke windows, yanked out desk drawers, threw textbooks 
in all directions. 

Debbie knew the pent-up emotional destructiveness that 
gripped them all. She did not understand this need for 
senseless property destruction—it grew out of a deei^ 
seated rebellion against a world she did not comprehend 
or have faith in—that had violated her—had injured aU 
of theoL 
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During the frenzied activity, Debbie became separated 
from Chuck. She bumped into another boy in the dark. 
It was Bob. 

The moment their bodies touched, Debbie again felt 
that shock of electric attraction—she was ready for Bob 
as he seemed to be for her. Without a word, he put his 
arms around her and kissed her. 

She felt a wild surge of abandon. They kissed again, 
open-mouthed and hungry, Debbie ground herself against 
him. 

“You’re a swingin’ chick, Debbie,” Bob whispered. 
“That night in the car was great, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes,” Debbie whispered thickly. 

The next thing she knew. Bob had caught her aim and 
led her along the dark hallway and through a door. “Hey, 
this is real cra^,” he whispered, feeling around in the 
dark. “This must be the teacher’s lounge, couches and all, 
Some neat pad, hey?” 

Debbie was frightened. “Suppose Linda Lee or Chuck 
finds us here?” she gasped. “We can’t take a chance like 
this.” 

“Don’t be chicken.” 

He pulled her into the room almost roughly, closed 
the door. The next thing she knew they were on a couch, 
making love with frantic urgency. Debbie moaned as 
Bob’s kisses made her young blood boil. She writhed 
under him. 

She felt him shove her dress above her hips, saw the 
glint of her own bare legs gleaming softly in the darkness. 
Her arms and legs clamped about him convulsively, 

“How’s that, baby?” he whispered. 

“Oh, Bob—" 

“Like it?” 

“Yes—yes—yes—” 

They were silent for long moments, lost in speechless 
ecstasy. 
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Bob whispered, “Have you done it a lot, Debbie, with 
a lot of guys?” 

“Yefr—” 

“How many?” 

“I don’t know—don’t ask me about it—” 

“You like it better with me than with Chuck?” 

“Yes—you’re the greatest—” 

The room was suddenly hooded with light. Stand in g in 
the doorway, one hand on the light switch, her face a 
mask of murderous fury, was Linda Lee. 

Bob stood up nonchalantly, adjusting his clothes. He lit 
a cigarette. “Hi, sweetie,” he said coolly. 

Debbie pulled her dress down frantically, her face white. 
“You lousy little two-timing bitch,” Linda Lee breathed 
at Debbie. She threw herself across the room. 

The next moment the two girls were rolling on the floor. 
Debbie was fighting back, defending herself. Vaguely 
she was aware that the rest of their crowd had come run¬ 
ning into the room, drawn by the clamor of the ^1-fi^t 
“Hey, look at those chicks go,” one of the boys cried 
gleefully. 

“Wow—^what a nimble.” 

Something made the crowd lose complete interest in 
the fight, but Debbie was too busy to realize what it was. 
The room spun around her as she and Linda Lee roUed 
on the floor. Linda Lee^s sharp teeth and nails stung her 
in a dozen places. Infuriated, Debbie fought back. She 
tore the sweater from Linda Lee’s shoulder and sank her 
teeth into quivering, tender white flesh. She drove her 
knee into Linda Lee’s stomach. 

Debbie never heard the warning cry from the crowd, 
nor did she see the others run out—or the headlights of 
the police patrol cars that pulled up outside the building. 
She was aware only of the ferocious battle with Linda Lee 
until suddenly strong hands were dragging them apart and 
a rough, masculine voice said, “All right, you two brats 
cut it out now.” 
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It was not until that moment that Debbie, panting, 
disheveled, clawed and bitten, her pep-squad uniform 
tom half off her, looked dazedly around the room and 
saw several uniformed policemen in the room. 
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DEBBIE and Linda Lee were taken to the city’s juvenile 
jaU. Their parents were called and they were released 
that night, pending further investigation of the vandahsm. 

Debbie would almost have preferred staying in a ja 
cell to returning home with her parents that ni^t. Her 
mother was red-eyed and weeping. Her father’s jaw was 
set in a grim line. Again she had hurt and humilated 
them—and this time the fault was entirely her own. ae 
was sick with guUt and badly frightened over the possible 

results of tonight’s wild doings. 

Her father gave her a tongue-lashing all the way home. 
Her mother cried and wrung her hands. ‘T warned her. 
Over and over I begged her not to get involved with that 
wild crowd—” 

Debbie had no answer. She was too ashamed and wor¬ 
ried. There was no doubt that she was in serious trouble. 
She might get expelled. She might even be put in jail. 
When they reached home, she slunk miserably ^ to 
her room to spend a sleepless night staring at the ceiling. 

And then—just as it had when she was desperately 
trying to raise the money for the evening gown Alec 
Davidson’s name popped into her thoughts. Alec, she 
knew, was on a bunch of civic committees and clubs. Also, 
he was a wheel on the school board. He had bragged to 
her about most of his civic activities on the ni^t she 
had gone out with him. 

He was the one person who might swing enough wei^t 
to help her. 

The next morning, Debbie reported at school as usual, 
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but was immediately ordered to the principal’s office and 
informed that she had been suspended from the school in¬ 
definitely because of last night’s escapade. 

She left the school grounds, her mind blank with panic. 
She could not gojiome. If she walked into the house and 
told her mother she had been expelled from school, it 
would be the last straw. Again she thought about Alec. 
Her lips pressed together firmly, she walked into a drug¬ 
store and phoned Alec at his office. 

Alec s voice again had that mingled sound of eager¬ 
ness and wariness. “Debbie? It’s good to hear from you.” 
He hesitated, then asked, “Have you decided to—ah— 
baby-sit for us again? 

Debbie was too distraught to waste time sparring 
around. “Forget about that jazz,” she said in a tight, 
scared voice. “Listen, I’m in a jam—I mean bad. I’ve got 
to talk to you.” 

He was instantly on guard. “What kind of jam?” 

I can t tell you over the phone. How quickly can I see 
you?” 

Alec hesitated again. “Well, I suppose wa could manage 
tonight some time—” 

She interrupted. “No, I have to see you before that.” 

“Now look here, young lady, you’re getting mighty up- 
ity all of a sudden—” 

“Alec, I don’t have time to mess around,” Debbie said 
tersely. “I want to talk to you and fast. She glanced at 
her watch. “Look, I can catch a bus downtown. You 
know where the Amusu Theater is? It’s that small one 
on Tenth Street that has the foreign movies. I’ll get a 
seat in the balcony as soon as they open. They have a 
matinee that begins at one o’clock. That early there 
probably won’t be anybody but us in the balcony and we 
can talk. You got it? You’ll meet me there?” 

Alec blustered. “Listen, I can’t just get up and walk 
out of this office because you got some kind of crazy idea 
in that sixteen-year-old head of yours—” 




HIGH SCHOOL JUNGLE 129 

“Well, you better just figure a way to do it,” Debbie 
wanted curtly. “Because if you don’t, I guess you know 

the trouble I could make you.” 

She could almost see the perspiration popping out on 

Alec’s round face. 

“All right, aU right,” he growled. “FU see you at that 
movie, soon as it opens.” 

Debbie caught the next bus downtown. She walked for 
endless blocks, killing time. She was wmting at the win¬ 
dow when it opened, bought a balcony ticket and hurried 
up the carpeted stairway to wait for Alec. 

She paid no attention to the start of the movie on the 
screen. She kept her eyes glued on the balcony stairway. 
Soon she saw Alec appear and grope along the row of 
seats. 

“Over here!” she whispered. 

She reached out and caught his arm and he sat down 
heavily beside her. 

Alec growled, “I thought you had more sense than to 
call me up in the middle of the day like this. You 
want the oflRce staS to know what s goin on 

*‘Oh, shut up,” she said shortly. Quickly she briefea 
him about the trouble she and her crowd were in. If I 
get permanently expelled,” she said grimly, it 11 kill my 
folks. You don’t know the trouble IVe already caused 
them.” 

“I can imagine,” Alec muttered. “Well, you shoulda 
thought about all this before you pulled such a crazy 
stunt. Busting into a school, tearing up things—serves 
you’re right you’re in trouble— ^ 

“Now you listen to me,” Debbie interrupted. “I didn’t 
come to hear a lecture. I’m in a jam and you’ve got to 
help me get out of it.” 

“Well, what do you expect me to do? I can’t get you 
out of this mess.” 

“You’d better think of a way,” Debbie said grimly. 
“You swing a lot of weight around Westwood. You re a 
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big wheel on the school board. You could keep me from 
getting expelled." 

“Are you nuts?” Alec whispered angrily. “How do you 
think it would look if I went running to the principal of 
Westwood High tryin’ to get you out of a jam?” 

Debbie drew a deep breath. “How do you think it would 
look to the police if I told them about you and me and 
started yelling statutory rape?” 

Even in the dim glow from the theater screen, Debbie 
could see Alec s face pale. He took out his handker¬ 
chief and patted away the perspiration that suddenly 
broke out. “Nobody would believe a story like that. You 
got no proof—" 

“How about that motel we checked into? They’d re¬ 
member. And the restaurant and the night club where 
you bought me drinks. Even if they wouldn’t swear to it 
in court, there’d be a nasty scandal. I’d make things 
plenty hot for you—a guy your age with a family, messing 
around with a sixteen-year-old baby sitter.” 

Alec was breathing hoarsely now, almost as if he 
had been running. “That’s a heck of a way for you to 
talk after the way I treated you, after the money I gave 
you to buy that dress—” 

“Well, I did a few things for you too,” she reminded 
him angrily. Then in a less hostile tone, she said, “Aw, 
look, Alec, I know you’ve been good to me and I don’t 
want to start bitching now. But can’t you see what a fix 
I’m m?” She began crying. “You don’t know what my 
family’s already been through on account of me. Look, 
I’ve pt nothing against you. I like you, even, a whole 
lot I’m asking you in a nice way—please help me, Alec. 
But I’m not bluffing. I’m desperate enough to cause you 
a lot of trouble.” 

All right, all ri^t!” Alec said with a gesture of sur¬ 
render. “I guess you know this puts me in a heck of a 
spot, but 111 see what 1 can do. Ed Lowery, your princi¬ 
pal is a personal friend of mind. Fact is, he owes me his 
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job. As you say, I do swing pretty much weight around 
that school board. I’ll talk to Ed tonight. Maybe I can 
persuade him to go easy on you. I’ll phone and let you 

know what he says. Okay?” 

Debbie felt her first glimmer pf hope in all this black¬ 
ness. “Yes. Call me about ten. I’ll grab the phone before 

my folks get it.” - . * j 

“All right.” He started to leave, then hesitated, u 
I get you outa this mess, you’re gonna owe me one 
more date, you hear? You’ve played me for a sucker, 
but rm too nuts about you to care.*" 

Debbie shrugged. ‘"'We’ll see/’ she said coolly* You get 
me out of this mess and we’ll talk/’ 

Alec shook his head. “Boy, you’re a hard-hearted 
scheming little bitch. I guess you know that.” 

Debbie’s fists clenched. Through her teeth she whis¬ 
pered, “It’s guys like you that made me like that—” 
Alec phoned her at ten that night. He said, Now, listen, 
kid. I’ve been over to Ed Lowery’s house and had a long 
talk about you. I had to be dam careful about why I 
was stickin’ my neck out. I just told him that you’d baby¬ 
sat for us lots of times and the wife and I both thought 
the world of you and I’d like to see you get outa being 
expelled from school. I told him I knew your family and 
finally persuaded him that you were really a good kid, but 
just got mixed up with the wrong bunch that night. Of 
course, I put a little pressure on too, let him know I 
could make things rough for him if he didn’t play b^. 
Anyway, he’s willing to make a deal. The main thing 
everybody on the teachin’ staff and the PTA and the 
school board is interested in is busting up this crowd of 
wild young hellions you been chasin’ around with. Just 
kickin’ you and Linda Lee Essex outa school wouldn t 
put an end to the mob. So he said if you d come into 
his office tomorrow and give him the name of the others 
in that crowd, he’ll forget about expeUing you and see 
that the juvenile authorities will leave you alone, too.” 
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Debbie felt her mouth become dry. “But I can’t do 
that,” she answered in a low, angry tone. “You thinV 
those kids would stand for me ratting on them? T 
there are some real creeps in that bunch. There’s no tell¬ 
ing what they’d do to me. Besides, they’re my friends, 
and—” 

“Some friends,” Alec snorted. “What do you owe 
them? Just a lot of trouble. You listen to me and do 
exactly like Ed said if you want outa this mess. And 
I’d advise you to keep your nose outa that kind of crowd 
from now on. Otherwise you are gonna get your tail 
kicked outa school and the next time I won’t be able to 
help you even if I wanted to. You understand? If you get 
into any more trouble there just won’t be anything else 
I can do.” 

“Yes,” Debbie whispered. “I understand.” 

Alec’s vice dropped its stenmess and the old plead¬ 
ing note returned. “Now that I got you outa this trouble 
you and I are going to talk things over in person again 
some night, aren’t we?” 

Debbie said, “I don’t know. Leave me alone about 
that now. I’ll call you.” Then she hung up. 

She spent another sleepless night, worrying about vdiat 
she should do. But she could think of no other way out 
except to do as Alec had told her. As far as loyalty 
to her crowd was concerned, Alec was right. She didn’t 
owe that bunch a darn thing. They’d done nothing but get 
her into trouble and bring more grief to her family. 

The only thing she feared was that she might save her 
neck as far as the school board and juvenile authorites 
were concerned. But she might get it broken by the crowd 
when they found out what she’d done. 
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the next morning, during a long interview mth 

cipal Debbie was forced to divulge not only a comple^ 

Srof names, but all she knew regardmg the actmUes 

of the wild crowd. 

The school authorities kept the matter hushed up, 
wanting to avoid a major scandal. Every ^ 

da’s “non-virgin” club, with the exception of Debbie, was 
quietly expelled. The juvenile authorities then stepped in¬ 
to the picture and the youngsters’ parents paid for 

^^^tk wi”im%ssible to keep rumors from flying around 
the school grapevine. Most of the student body was pret^ 
weU aware of what had happened before the end of that 

Debbie returned to her classes, a lonely and fri^tened 
ml She had no more to fear from the school or juvenile 
mthorities. But she had plenty to fear from that wild 
bunch, she knew. They were not going to take somethi^ 
like this without attempting revenge. Linda Lee already 
hated her guts for letting Bob “make out.” By “ow she 
would have seen to it that Chuck knew about Debbie s 
infidelity, so he would have a double score to settle with 
her—for cheating on him with Bob, and for rattmg on 
him and the rest of the crowd. Chuck and the others were 
capable of anything, Debbie knew perfectly well. 

Now, at school, she found herself completely friendless, 
ostracized by all the “nice” crowd. She felt like someone 
walking around with leprosy. But when she sat down at a 
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table in the school cafeteria at lunch, lanky Tommy Sher- 

loan brought his tray over. 

said in his quiet, smiiing manner, as 
If nothmg at al] had happened. “Okay if I eat with you?” 

Debbie was so grateful for this one act of friendiiness 
that she all but burst into tears, “Of course, Tommy,” she 
murmured. Well, he said, making conversation, “just 
a couple of more weeks until Christmas holidays. Think 
we U be able to hold out?*^ 

Debbie poked at her food. The shock of being ar- 
rested, of this serious jam, of being nearly expelled, 
had had a sobering effect upon her. She was determined 
to stop trymg to run away from herself, to face herself 
Md what she was doing to her life. All her bright, hard 

defenses had crumpled, showing what was underneath_ 

simply a scared, mixed>up kid, but one who meant to 
do better. 

Tommy, ’ she said unsteadily, “I know you’ve heard 
about the mess I’ve got myself into. Tm sure the rest (rf 
the school has. Tell me something... Why do you keep 
on knocking yourself out to be nice to me?” 

Tommy considered the question quietiy while he de¬ 
voured his pie. “I don’t know,” he said slowly, “I 
guess I like you, Debbie. No law against that, is there?” 

Now her eyes did blur with tears. “But why should 
you? she persisted, “I sure haven’t given you much en¬ 
couragement!” 

Tommy shrugged, looking embarrassed. “I told you 
once I was a stubborn cuss,” he mumbled. “I figured if 
I’d wait around for a while you’d get your fill of Chuck 
Powell and his pals. They just aren’t your type, Debbie. 
You re too good for them, down inside. I never could 
figure out why you dug that bunch. What were you trying 
to prove, anyway?” 

Debbie’s fists clenched in her lap. “You’re too good for 
me,” she whispered. 

Tommy looked down at his plate. “I don’t know if any- 
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body’s ever really too ‘good* for anybody else,” he said 
in a peculiar, halting manner. There was a trace of bit* 
temess in his voice that puzzled Debbie. A number of 
things about Tommy puzzled her. He took part m all 
the school activities. He was the junior class president, 
and she’d heard that he was one of the school’s best 
basketball players. Everyone liked and respected Tommy 
—yet in his quiet, deep way, he was something of a 
“loner.” Debbie knew that he dated some, but he wasn’t 
going steady and he didn’t seem to show any particular 
interest in any single girl. 

He said thoughtfully, “I guess at one time or another 
we’ve all done something we’re not proud of, something 
we wish we could forget or wipe out somehow.... He 
drew a breath, shaking off the mood, and suddenly he 
was grinning in his disarming, lopsided manner. Well, 
as I was saying, I kept hoping if I’d hang around you’d 
bust up with Chuck and his crowd and then I’d stand a 
chance with you. How about it, Debbie? ’ He looked di¬ 
rectly at her. “I’m not going to ask you again after this. 
A guy has to have some pride or he isn’t worth much. 
This is the last time I’m going to try. Say the word and 


rU flake off for good this time—” 

Debbie swallowed hard. “Tommy, I’ve always liked 
you, much more than you realized. But 1 still think you 
could do a lot better than me.” 

His face lit up. “Let me decide that. Why, you’re the 
cutest chick in the junior classi Will you give me a date?” 

“I ought to warn you—^you’re catching me at a weak 
moment. It’s no fun being all alone. If you really mean 
that—about a date—I might just say yes,” 

“Greati” Tommy blurted* 

“The only thing,” Debbie said, “is that my folks are 
going to clamp the lid on me after what’s happened. It 
might have to be just a study date at my house. Wo— 
we could watch television or something after we finished 
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our homework. I know that doesn’t sound like much 
fun—” 

i. anything wrong with that,” Tommy said, 

‘T don’t want to rush things, but—how about tonight?” 

!>ebbie smiled in spite of herself. ^‘All right. Come over 
about seven-thirty.” 

Tommy nodded happUy. “Say, I think I’ll get another 
piece of pie... 


Debbie had some difficulty with her mother when she 
broke the news of the date. Her parents, naturally, were, 
skeptical about her friends now. Since, however, the kids 
would not be going out, her mother was persuaded to al¬ 
low Tommy to come. 

Promptly at seven-thirty, he showed up with an arm¬ 
load of school books and a box of candy for Debbie, 
They settled down to two hours of concentrated work. 
Thanks to all the running around she’d been doing, she 
was going to have to cram hard between now and mid¬ 
term if she was going to pass. Tommy, being a straight 
‘‘A” student, helped her a great deal. 

By then he was on the brink of starvation and they 
raided the ice box, after which they disposed themselves 
to watch a thriller on television. 

It was nice being around a boy like Tommy. It re¬ 
minded Debbie of the evenings she used to share with 
David when she still had her decency and self-respect. 
She had never been able to relax around Chuck or 
Bob or any of that crowd. They lived on thrills and ten¬ 
sion. Chuck would have considered an evening such as 
this an unbearable drag. Debbie had thought she had 
reached that stage, too. She was surprised to discover that 
she could still enjoy a quiet date at home with a boy. 

Maybe, she thought, with a sudden flash of wisdom, 
it was the boy that made the difference. You could be 
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relaxed and happy in almost any circumstances, she de¬ 
cided, if you were with the right companion. 

Just as she and Tommy were becoming engrossed m 
the TV show the telephone rang. 

It was Chuck. Hearing his voice, she fet her stom^h 
twist. There was murderous hostility in his tone. Hi, 

rat,” he said harshly. ^ » 

Debbie said, “Chuck, if you’ve called up to be nasty— 
“Honey, like you don’t know what ‘nasty’ can really 
mean. Le^e clue you, chick—you’re in trouble up to 
here. Nobody pulls a double-cross like you did and gets by 
with it. You lousy little broad, you got the whole bunch 
of us expelled just to save your own hide! Listen, when 
we 'get through with you, you ain’t goin’ to be so pretty 
any more, understand? You’re goin’ to wish you never 
moved to Westwood—” 

Debbie was plain scared. Chuck sounded drunk and 
mean. “I didn’t have any choice,” she pleaded. “Chuck, 
be reasonable. They would have found out all the names 
eventually, anyway. Look, you would have done the same 

thing—” ,. , 

“No,” he said coldly, “I never would have. I’m no chick¬ 
en-yellow rat! 

Debbie hung up on him. 

When she returned to the living room. Tommy gave her 
a curious glance. He could see she was shaken. But he 
did not ask her about it. They continued watching TV, but 
Debbie foud the story impossible to follow. Chuck’s phone 
call had her deeply frightened. 

After the show, Tommy gathered up his books. At the 
door he squeezed her hand and gave her a warm 
smile. “It was good being with you, Debbie. Will you 
let me come again, soon?” 

Debbie nodded. 

“Next time I’ll bring over my records,” he promised, 
“I’ve got a bunch of new ones,” 

“That would be swell, Tommy.” 
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Her parents continued a strict surveillance, not al¬ 
lowing her out for dates or even to baby-sit. She could 
leave the house only to go to school. But Twmny game 
faithfully several times a week to study with her in the 
evenings. Finally her folks grew convinced that he was 
entirely different from Chuck and the other wild kids 
who had got her into so much trouble. It was agreed that 
Debbie could go to the movies with Tommy on Friday 
night. ^ 

MeanwhUe, Debbie had received several ugly pallB 
from Chuck and others. Alec Davidson had phoned her 
once or twice, too, pestering her about “baby-sitting” for 
liiin, but she had ignored him. 

The threats hanging over her head were making Debbie 
a nervous wreck. But she found herself liking Tommy 
more and more. This was what she had been afraid of 
durmg her first week in school when he had tried to date 
her. That was why she had discouraged him. It would be 
easy to faU hard for Tommy, as bard as she had fallen 
or avid. If she did, she would be leaving herself wide 
open for the same kind of heartbreak she had previously 
luiown, when ultimately he would leam the truth about 
her and drop her in disgust. 

But she needed him too much now to have the strength 
to stop dating him. 

Going out with Tommy Sherman was quite a change. 
It renmded her of the old days when she had dated “nice” 
boys m the school she used to attend. Tommy treated 

her the way they used to treat her, with good manners 

and respect. 

Tommy opened doors for her politely, as if she were a 
lady and not just some broad, as Chuck had called 
her. In the movies they ate popcorn. Later they rode to 
a tove-in for malts and hamburgers. They were in Tom¬ 
my s hot rod, an old car he had souped up and reup- 
, bolstered. <- r f- 

Tommy kept her in a cheerful mood. Not once did he 
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make a cheap pass. He seemed happy just to be with her, 
to be aware of the growing warmth between them. 

As she sat beside Tommy, munching a hamburger, 
she made a firm resolution; she would stay away from 
the wrong kind of friends, and she would stop bemg a 
tramp. She knew that she owed a lot of her new amtude 
to being with a decent boy Uke Tommy agam. She had a 
contented happy feeling inside, was more at 
her conscience than she had been iQ months Sudderfy, 
impetuously, she turned to Tommy and said, shyly, ft. 

Tommy blinked at her. “What’s got mto you? Hey. 
kt’s order a couple more hamburgers.” 

But suppose Tommy would become really senous about 

her. What then? .. 

That worried her. She moved away from him, plucking 
at her skirt nervously. “Tommy, I-I want us always to 
be good friends. I don’t want—” 

“Say, I think I’ll have another malt—how about you/ 
And’that was when the evening fell apart. 

A car pulled up next to them. Debbie glanced at it. With 
a sinking feeling, she saw Chuck Powell and some of his 
buddies. Chuck saw her at the same moment. A loo o 
murder crossed his face. He was drunk and in a suDen 
mood, Debbie could see immediately. And when be caught 
sight of the boy with her. Chuck’s eyes blazed with jealousy. 

He swaggered over to Tommy’s car. He leaned on e 
door on Debbie’s side. “Hi. rat.” He looked at Toimy 
blackly. “So you’re digging squares these days, huh, 

chick?” ^ j 

Tommy said quietly. “Flake off. Chuck. Like threes a 

crowd.'* 

“Oh, my goodness, Tm just scared to death,” Chuck 
said. “What on earth are you going to do to me?” 

“Well,” Tommy said, finishing his hamburger and hck- 
ing his fingers, “I’m going to bust you wide open if you 
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Debbi^-^* ^ *0 

™ iias%. “Protecting the fair young 

maiden huh? Have you told him about some of our dates 
Debbie? Say, man, she’s a swingin’ chick in the back seat 
Of a car. I guess you’ve already found out. It doesn’t take 
long with Debbie—” 

Debbie’s face was burning with shame. “Chuck.” she 
whispered brokenly, “please—” 

Tommy sighed. “Well, I guess there’s no other way.” 
e got out of the car and walked around to where 
Chuck was standing. 

Chimk was broad-shouldered, chunky, strong. Tommy 
was almost a head taller, but more on the slender side, 
Ae quick and wiry type. Chuck doubled his fists, but 

Debbie jumped from the car and pushed herself between 
the boys. 

‘Chuck, please don’t cause any more trouble,” she 
Mgged. ‘Take it out on me if you want to, but don’t figh t 
Tommy. He’s not to blame for anything I’ve done_” 

snapped at her. 

1 TOn t like some square cutting in on my property_” 

urru, Tommy ordered quietly. 

Oiuck and I are going to have to settle this some time. It 
might as well be now.^ 

Debbie refused to move, standing between them, beg- 
ging them not to fight. People in other cars were staring 
at the scene. The tension was building up. In a moment, 
the two boys would have been at each other’s throats. 
But unexpectedly a police patrol car pulled into the 
drive-in. 


“Hey, Chuck, it’s the fuzz,” one of his friends called 
sharply. “Come on, let’s shag off.” 

Chuck wanted no more trouble with the juvenile au¬ 
thorities. But he called a parting threat to Debbie. “If I 
catch you out with that square again, there’s goin’ to be 
a real rumble—” 
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Debbie’s knees were weak with relief. She could see 
the policemen in the patrol car staring at them. Quickly 
she got back in Tommy’s car. He paid the carhop who 
pamR to get their tray and they drove off. 

Debbie started crying then. “I’m no±ing but trouble, 
Tommy. The evening was so wonderful— I was so happy, 
and then—” She choked. “I guess you’d better not date 
me any more. I don’t want to get you in a Jani.” 

Tommy grunted. “You think I'm afraid of Chuck Pow¬ 
ell? He might be a big football hero around school, but 
he’s musclebound and out of shape. My Dad was in the 
Marines, He taught me some judo. Listen, if Chuck Pow¬ 
ell comes around making any more trouble, I could take 
him apart—” 

“But I’m not worth it!” Debbie sobbed, "^ou heard 
what he said about me—” 

“I didn’t hear a word ” Tommy said, staring strai^ 
ahead, his jaws knotted. “Besides, who’d believe anything 
a guy like Chuck Powell would say?” 

They were soon at Debbie’s home. Tommy turned to 
her, his lean young face grave. “It was a wonde^l 
evening, Debbie, I had a swell time. It felt good, just 
being together. That ugly business at the drive-in with 
Chuck didn’t even happen. Understand?” 

Then he cupped her face in his hands and his lips 
pressed against hers in a kiss that was so sweet it brou^t 
fresh tears to her eyes. 

In her room, she stared into the mirror, 

“Oh, God,” she whispered brokenly, “I think Fm fall¬ 
ing in love with him —really in love. What am 1 going to 
do?” 

She heard a car driving slowly past her house. It 
stopped at the comer and came back She sUpped over 
to the window and peeped out. 

She recognized Chuck PoweE’s car* 
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CHUCK phoned Debbie persistently after that night. See¬ 
ing her with Tommy Sherman had somewhat changed his 
attitude. Now his jealousy was greater than his anger 
at her. He did his best to date Debbie again. He changed 
his telephone tactics and began a pleading campaign. 

“Aw, come on, Debbie. We had a great thing going, 
you an" me. Look, Fll admit I was sore because of what 
you did. But you can’t blame me, can you? FU forget 
about all that—just go riding with me this evening.’’ 

“It’s no use, Chuck. We’re washed up. I’m through 
with you and your crowd.” 

“On account of that lousy Tommy Sherman? What’s 
so great about him? Is he a better lover than me, or some¬ 
thing?” 

Debbie swallowed hard. “It isn’t like that between Tom¬ 
my and m&. You wouldn’t understand. Chuck.” 

On Christmas Eve she had a date with Tommy. He 
gave her an exquisite locket. When he fastened it around 
her neck, he kissed her* “How about being my steady 
from now on, Debbie?” 

Her heart filled. Now was the time, she knew, for tell¬ 
ing Tommy all about herself, all about the kind of girl 
she was. She should tell him about the mass rape and 
about all those who had been intimate with her since 
then. But she could not get herself to spoil the occasion. 

Then, during Christmas week, it happened. 

Tommy and his family left for the remainder of the 
holidays to visit relatives in another state. Debbie was 
lonely and restless with Tommy gone. 

142 
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One night she walked to a neighborhood surburban 
movie in Westwood that featured second-nm films. It 
was after ten when she started home. It was a cold night 
with snow flurries in the air. She bundled up in her coat, 
her hands thrust in her pocket, her head ducked into the 
wind. 

She had several dark blocks to walk. Suddenly, a car 
pulled up to the curb beside her. The rear door opened. 
“Hey, get in, Etebbie, before you freeze.” 

She stopped dead still. It was Chuck, with two of his 
buddies! 

“No thanks,” she said shortly. 

She started walking again. But Chuck jumped out and 
grabbed her wrist and dragged her into the car. 

The other boys were in the front seat. As soon as Cliuck 
got Debbie into the car, they pulled away from the curb. 

She struggled, partly frightened, partly angry, but 
Chuck held her firmly in the back seat while the other 
boys drove. She realized they must have been in the 
movies, too, and had followed her when it was over. 

“Chuck, please take me home,” she begged tearfully. 

“Sure, baby, sure. I’m going to take you home. Only 
first we’re goin’ to have a little talk, see? We’ve got a 
couple of filings to settle.” 

One of the boys in the front seat laughed, a hi^'* 
pitched giggle. 

“Shut up," Chuck growled. “This is between me and 
the chick here. You guys just drive.” 

Debbie pleaded with Chuck to take her home but she 
might as well have saved her breath. He was in one of 
his ugly, riolent moods and had been drinking. 

Chuck had been building up to this moment for a 
long time and now she realized there was going to be an 
explosion. 

They drove out to one of the deserted streets in a new 
part of the development. 
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“All Chuck said, “you guys flake off for a while- 

Take a walk.” 

“Aw, Chuck, we wanna stay and watch,” 

“Listen, you want a bust in the teeth?” 

“All right, all right a’ready,” 

“Here, so you shouldn’t get frost-bitten!” He took a 
pint bottle of liquor from his coat pocket and tossed it 
to them. They caught the bottle, then disappeared into the 
cold night. “Get finished with her in fifteen minutes. 
Chuck,” one of them called back, “Like, man, it’s cold 
out here!” 

Chuck turned to her. *T^ow, honey, it’s going to be 
like it used to be between you and me, see?” 

Debbie’s blood turned colder than the snow that was 
frosting the car windows, “Chuck, no,” she whimpered. 
“Not like this, please— 

But he grabbed her roughly. His mouth smashed down 
on hers, hungrily. She tried to twist away, feeling all 
the horror of the night in the tool shed with those six 
boys all over again. 

The harder she struggled the more inflamed Chuck be¬ 
came, He finally got her down on the back seat and then, 
while she moaned and pleaded helplessly, he raped her. 

As he was doing it, he gasped, “Fm not using anything, 
see? I hope to hell I knock you up, you little bitch! That’s 
what Fm trying to do—^to pay you back for everything 
you did to me!” 

“Chuck, no!” Debbie screamed. 

She fought him wildly, but it was useless. Then she 
felt the shudder of his body as he reached a climax and 
pressed hard against her. 

By the time the other boys came back, she was huddled 
on one side of the back seat, crying miserably. The warm, 
happy feeling that had been slowly growing in her since 
she had been dating Tommy was all gone now and in its 
place had returned the dirty, soiled feeling of worth¬ 
lessness. 
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The two boys piled noisily into the front seat, bom¬ 
barding Chuck with drunken questions. 

“How was she, Chuck?” 

“It was great, huh, man?” 

“Say, she looks like you really gave her hell.” 

“Never mind all that jazz,” Chuck growled. “Give 
me that jug.” They passed the pint bottle to him. He 
swore when he saw how much they’d drunk. 

“Well, man, it’s cold walking around outside. We had 
to keep warm somehow.” 

“What do we do now?” the one driving asked. “Take 
her home?” 

“No, we’re goin* to drive around for a while,” Chuck 
said. “I’m hoping I got her pregnant tonight. I don’t want 
her running home, doing something to get rid of it.” 

They drove aimlessly, drinking, playing the car radio, 
for several hours before they finally took Debbie home and 
let her out in front of her house. 

She stumbled up the walk blindly. She was ^ad, at 
least, that she wouldn't have to face her parents tonight. 
They had gone to a party given by friends in their old 
neighborhood in town and had not yet returned. Ritchie 
was in his room asleep. 

Debbie crept to her room and threw herself across the 
bed, sobbing. She felt the gold chain of the locket Tommy 
had given her. She unfastened it from around her throat 
and stared at it through burning tears.... 
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BY the middle of February, Debbie knew beyond any 
further doubt that Chuck had succeeded in his plan 
for revenge. She was pregnant. 

She had told no one about what Chuck had done to 
her. She was too ashamed and too afraid of what Tommy 
might do. He might kill Chuck if he found out what had 
happened. So might her father. It was her trouble and she 
kept it to herself, praying that Tommy hadn^t succeeded 
that night. But by February the symptoms were too 
definite. Finally, she skipped classes one day and went to 
a doctor down town. He made lab tests wtdch confirmed 
her most sickening fears: she was pregnant with Chuck 
Powell’s child. 

On February 14, Valentine’s Day, she went to an eve¬ 
ning basketball game, one of the schooFs big games of 
the season, to watch Tommy play. 

Earlier that day he had given her a beautiful heart- 
shaped box of candy and sent her flowers, for a Valen¬ 
tine present. 

Ever since the Christmas holidays, Tommy had known 
Debbie had something on her mind. She’d plunged into the 
worst case of nerves and depression since he’d known her. 
He tried to get her to talk about it but she had convinced 
him that she was just worried about the approaching 
mid-term exams. 

Tonight, however, she knew there was no use pretend¬ 
ing any longer. She was going to see Tommy one more 
time—after the game—and break things off between them. 

146 
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What she would do after that, she did not know. Her 
plans were vague, jumbled in her distraught mind. 

She had brought her family enough shame and trouble. 
She didn’t want them subjected to having a daughter bear 
an illigitimate child under their roof. She d thou^t about 
suicide, but she didn’t have the nerve for that. Probably, 
she’d simply pack a bag and disappear. She knew va^ely 
there were homes where an unwed girl in her condition 
could go and have a baby. She’d go to one of those 
homes for unwed mothers in another state, where Tommy 
or her family would never find her... 

After the game, Debbie met Tommy in his car in the 
parking lot back of the gym. 

It took the last reserve of her courage, but she’d made 
up her mind she’d be gay, that she’d enjoy every last 
moment with Tommy tonight. She didn’t plan to let him 
know she was going to run away. Later, she’d write him a 
letter, telling him to forget about her. 

"Tommy, you were great tonight,” she said. ^ 

He glowed under her praise. “Hey, you know what?” 

A tremulous smile touched her lips. "Yes, I know what! 
You’re hungry.” 

“How’d you ever guess?” ^ 

Debbie laughed. “Oh, Tommy, you’re always hungryl” 

“Well, I’m a growing boy.” 

They went to a drive-in where Tommy had three ham¬ 
burgers and two milk shakes. 

Debbie only pretended to nibble at her hamburger. 
Most of the time she just sat holding it, gazing at Tommy, 
memorizing the lines of his lean face. 

When they finished eating at the drive-in, they went to 
a quiet country lane on the outskirts of town and parked. 

Tonight, sadly, Debbie knew it was the last time she 
would ever be with Tommy. She knew that she had 
fallen in love with him even more than she had loved 
David. She had wanted things right between them, to 
keep decent. But now all that was pointless. She wanted to 
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belong to him, just once. She wanted to have that memory, 

So, tonight she kissed him without restraint, her arms 
tight about his neck, pressing her body against his. She 
was giving herself freely, offering herself body and soul 
for the taking. 

While Tommy was a wholesome youngster and respect¬ 
ed Debbie, he was healthy and filled with the powerful 
sex-drive of die teenage boy. 

They went further than ever before, almost to the point 
of no return. It was Tommy who shakily got hold of him¬ 
self at the last moment and stopped. 

“Hey,” he said unsteadily, “We better slow down.” 

“No, don’t stop,” Debbie whispered in a low voice, “I 
want you Tommy—I want to belong to you. Right now,.. 
tonight—” 

By the pale moonli^t, she could see the struggle in 
Tommy’s eyies, the tightening of his jaw. “Honey, don’t 
make it any tougher on me than it already is. Look, I’m 
cra^ about you; you know that. I love you, Debbie. 
More than an}rtbing in the world I want you. Right now 
I want to make love to you more than anjf thing I know. 
But it would spoil things for us, Debbie. T^gs just 
wouldn’t be the same any more. If we did it once. I’d 
have to have you all the time. It would turn into a cheap 
kid affair. I want something better. If that sounds square. 
I’m sorry.” 

Tears trickled down Debbie’s cheeks. “No, Tommy,” 
she whispered. “You make it sound right and you make 
me feel cheap... which I am—” 

Quickly, his arm tightened about her. “No, Debbie. 
You’re human like anybody else. You offered me all a 
girl could offer the guy she cares about and it makes me 
proud ... it makes me realize how much 1 have to look 
forward to.” 

Debbie couldn’t hold the tears back any longer. She 
broke down, despite all her resolve not to. “That’s just 
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it, Tommy! We don’t have anything to look forward to!” 
she sobbed. “This is the last time I’m going to see you, 
Tommy.” 

He stared at her, too astounded to speak. 

She gave up all her plans not to tell him goodbye. 
Now she knew she couldn’t leave just like that, without 
an explanation. “Oh, Tommy,” she cried, “I’m not the 
girl you think I am at all. Since I’ve been going with you 
I almost thought I was again for a while...” 

He caught her arms, shaking her rou^Iy, “Debbie, 
what’s gotten into you? You're talking crazy!” 

She shook her head. “No... you might as well know 
everything now. Tommy. You’ll hate me when I’m 
through, but maybe it’s better that way. I can’t go on liv¬ 
ing a lie with you.” 

Then in halting, broken sentences, the whole story 
poured out of Debbie, beginning with the night she had 
been raped in the park tool shed by the six boys. Then 
she went on, sparing neither Tommy nor herself any of 
the ugly details, almost as if something perverse inside 
herself wanted her to hurt them both. She told Tommy 
about being a member of the non-virgin club, about the 
initiation night, about being Chuck’s girl afterwards, and 
about the other boys with whom she had gone all the way, 
and the married men for whom she had worked as a baby¬ 
sitter. 

Then, finally, she choked out the story of what Chuck 
had done to her during Christmas week and how she was 
now pregnant with his baby. “I wouldn’t even blame you 
if you thought he didn’t force me that night,” she whis¬ 
pered. “But I want you to believe this much. Tommy; ever 
since I started going with you I’ve tried to be decent, I ve 
tried to be the kind of girl you wanted me to be. Chuck 
forced me that night during the Christmas holiday. I 
didn’t let him... I tried to keep him from doing it... 
I fought him—but, anyway, now you see why I kept telling 
you I wasn’t good enough for you and why you had no 
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business going with a girl like me. I had no business 
letting you,” she said bitterly. “I never had any business 
letting us get this serious. It was just that I was so lonely 
and tnixed'Up and you were so sweet, and before I 
knew what had happened. I’d fallen in love with you., 

Tommy had listened to the entire story without a word, 
his face slowly growing pale, his eyes tortured. For sev¬ 
eral minutes after Debbie finished, he didn’t speak. He 
just sat there with his fists clenched, staring straight 
ahead until Debbie couldn’t stand it any more. 

“Well, say something!” she cried raggedly. “Call me a 
cheap, dirty little bitch! I know that’s what you’re think¬ 
ing and it’s true. Say it, and then take me home and for¬ 
get you ever met me!” 

Slowly Tommy shook his head. When he spoke, his 
voice was harsh. “No, Debbie. I’m too busy calling myself 
names, thinking of what I did to a girl, wondering where 
she is now and what became of her... wondering if she’s 
telling the same kind of story to a guy—a guy she might 
have loved, and been happy with, except for guys like 
me...” 

Debbie stared at Tommy bewilderedly. There had al¬ 
ways been something about him that she couldn’t fully 
understand, something deep and hidden in his quiet nature. 

He started speaking again, unable to face Debbie. He 
laughed in an odd, short way that sent a chill up Debbie’s 
spine. “You know, Debbie, the fuimy part about all this? 
Guys like Chuck Powell and all his crowd are really 
better than me. I know they’re wild and fast, but at least 
they’ve got the guts to go out and date a girl and try to 
make out with her. Well, there are other guys when 
they’re young, starting to school, be^nning to get the yen 
for girls, who don’t have that kind of guts. They lack 
the nerve to go up and ask a girl for a date. And if they 
get dates, they’re even more afraid to try anything sexy 
with them. I guess when you get right down to it, they’re 
just afraid of girls. 
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Lftam h»°"' IhPPened » 

her that happened to you—she lost all sensrof itf 

Wnrof ^i^°t?' ^ f same 

was wh^thp f you into. Maybe that 

why the fates, or whatever it is that runs thines. 
brought you and me together. Now I know how a^rS 

Wild! ‘ »< 

disillusioned, though she was 
oved To^y too much to be able to bear the t^eS 

against'hiTshodder'’* 

wejd 

“Ye but it doesn’t work that way, Debbie. Nobody 
can undo the past.” i'>uooay 

He t^ed to her then and instinctively they clung to- 

htr rh Ijair and brushed the tears from 

ee s. I love you, Debbie. God knows what’s going 
to happen to us from now on. But I’m not going to let 
you go. You understand?*' ^ 

She buried her face against his shoulder. Her voice 

was muffled. “Tommy, don’t you understand ... I’m preg- 
nant. ® 

He went on smoothing her hair. “I know,” he said. 
Right now I can’t think very clearly. But we’ll work it 
out somehow, together. There are places a girl can go to 
nave a baby. If it’s best for everybody concerned diey’Il 
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see that a good family adopts the baby. If you want to 
keep the baby—well, that’s something we’ve got to think 

about and talk about more.” 

Debbie looked up at him wonderingly. “You mean 

you still want me, Tommy?” 

He put bis fingers against her lips, silencing her. Re¬ 
member what I said, Debbie. It’s boys like me who t^ed 
you into the sort of gjrl who’d do those awful things. 
Maybe if we love each other enough and try to under¬ 
stand, we can forgive each other and work it out, even if 
we start out with two strikes against us. Right now all I 

can think of is that I love you.” 

After a while Tommy started the car and they drove 
slowly homeward. From here on, Debbie knew the future 
was a big question mark. But she also knew that Tommy 
would be beside her, facing it. And somehow, she felt that 
tonight they bad both made one of thos.e steps in life to¬ 
ward adulthood... and it had been a big step.... 


the end 
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DEBBIE LAWRENCE was young, virginal, and "going 
steady”... until that fateful night in the park when 
she was gang-raped by school hoods and her bright 
shining world collapsed. Only later came the awful 
realization that she was shunned by respectable 
people and in whispers blamed for inviting the as¬ 
sault. After the incident she was also considered fair 
game by her own circle,so Debbie sought revenge 
on a society that brutally condemned her. Her school 
program became a curriculum of carnality—and baby 
sitting evenings turned into private orgies with the 
same parents who scorned her in public.... With the 
world against her there seemed little left but a life 
of sordid sin.... Could her shattered world be made 
whole again? 

A NOVEL THAT FEARLESSLY FACES A 

MAJOR PROBLEM OF OUR DAY-THE SHORT¬ 
SIGHTED VIEWS OF AMBITIOUS MOTHERS 











